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INTRODUCTION 


This book should have been written by Gander. 

His full name was Kenneth Cecil Gandar Dower- -but 
everyone knew him as Gander . . . and it is to his metnory 
that this book is dedicated. 

He was a person to whom travel and adventure were the 
essence of living, and, during his life, he made adventure out 
of most things, even out of the smallest and most commonplace 
event or journey. I can remember many a day spent in his 
company, clambering over rocks at the seaside, or wading about 
in a fen in the rain in Cambridgeshire, or canoeing down the 
upper reaches of the Thames, or even climbing trees in Ash- 
ridge Park, which he somehow managed to turn into days of 
high adventure. 

He loved Africa with a very great love because, even in 
these days when all of it is known and explored, it was a place 
that still stood for Adventure. 

He had very many facets. He was one of the best allround 
ball-games players that England has ever produced. He had 
a fine brain and one of the most retentive memories you could 
wish to find. He spoke well in public and those who have 
read his books will know that he had a great future as an 
author. But best of all, he had a wonderful sense of humor. 
He could laugh at the world and with the world, but the best 
joke of the lot was him.sclf. 

He was a very good friend — 

I repeat, he should have written this book. 


W. J. R. 
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IN THE FORESTS OF THE NIGHT 




CHAPTER I: THE EXCUSE 



There was a time when it was considered that young men 
who suddenly left England for a year and headed for the 
back of beyond for no other purpose than to explore places 
and shoot things, could only be excused as being either eccen- . 
trie or badly crossed in love — or both. 

When we set out from England in 1938 we could only 
lay modest claims to the former of these. 

It seems that the more eccentric or the more disastrously 
crossed in love you happened to be, the more remote the place 
or. the harder the task you chose. Well ... we set out for a 
place which, as far as I was concerned, seemed even behind 
the back of beyond, and we set ourselves a task that appeared 
to me to range ridiculously close to the impossible — so, by all 
tights and reasons, I, at least, should have been most terribly 
crossed in love. But, as I have said, this wasn’t quite the case. 

Finally, in those good days, when the traveller returned, 
healed of heart or empty of pocket (and probably both) he 
found himself lionized by audiences who, geographically any- 
way, had only the very vaguest idea of where he had actually 
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been. The beauty of the thing was that there was seldom any- 
body qualified to question the authenticity of his talcs, and in 
lecture halls or at dinner parties he used to be able to get away 
with murder. . . . 

This, I can state categorically, was not the case with us. 

To begin with, we didn’t return. Gander never returned. 
The ship in which he was traveling to the Far East in 1 942 was 
torpedoed off Ceylon, and he wa.s drowned. I only returned 
six years after leaving — and when I did I found that both for 
myself and for countless others, the back of beyond had some- 
how ceased to be, and that the world had shrunk. 

In the England I had left in 1938 men talked, in terms 
of travel, of Blackpool, and Brighton, and the braver of 
Boulogne. Now, in the trains and pubs and queues, it is Beirut, 
Burma, Balikpapan and beyond. 

The back of beyond as we knew it has gone . . . and so, 
very largely, have the standards of difficult tasks that a man 
may set himself to accomplish, for there is nothing that I can 
think of to compare with some of the many "impossibles” 
achieved during the war. 

There is now a new kind of "back of beyond.” It has moved 
over, with alarming suddenness, from the geographical into 
the realm of the scientist and chemist — and already the curtain 
is beginning to be drawn aside. I find now, with a certain 
amount of sadness, that when the talk follows the line of 
modern adventure and discovery, when energy is atomic, and 
propulsion is by reaction, and travel is in the region of the 
speed of sound — and everything is neutrons, and plastics and 
uranium and jets — that the flood of words quickly goes over 
my head, and I am out of my depth. 

The old "Back of Beyond” which the white man con- 
quered by exploration and travel and adventure will not prop- 
erly return until the white man has blown himself to atoms or 
traveled oS in mass to distant planets. Then it will come back 
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— when the black man, the native of central New Guinea, and 
the pigmy from the Ituri Forest will wonder what has hap- 
pened and will sally forth with trepidation (and who shall 
blame him?) to discover the lands where once the white man 
lived. 

* * * 

I forget exactly when we decided to go. We had wanted to 
go for a long time but I think it came to a head more or less 
immediately after Munich when Chamberlain came back with 
“Peace in our time.” It was partly to escape from the "Peace” 
that followed, and partly because we both wanted to do some- 
thing interesting and adventurous before the inevitable hap- 
pened, while we yet had time. 

We had often discussed where we should go and what 
we should do when we got there, and we spent many an evening 
lying on the floor poring over maps of the world. Maps always 
have a stimulating effect. They quickly convert the simplest 
of ideas into highly ambitious schemes. We found ourselves 
going to most places on those maps. We penetrated the worst 
parts of Brazil. . . . We climbed the Mountains of the Moon 
and wandered in the forests of the Belgian Congo. . . . We 
even got an aeroplane and dropped supplies to ourselves on 
Mount Wilhclminatop in Dutch New Guinea. . , . We went 
almost everywhere, and it was always fun. 

So it was that our plans gradually did become more and 
more ambitious, and as they did so, of course, more and more 
snags arose. But eventually, after making many contacts and 
writing many letters, and flying to Brussels and back, the 
choice fell on the Belgian Congo — and we were settled. The 
aim of the expedition was to be photography; the subjects for 
the cameras, animals; the final objective, the Gorilla. 

I .suppose it is strange that two people should choose to 
travel so far to take a photograph of a gorilla, when the 









. . . and to find out what Equatorial Africa was all about. . . , 
Lakk Kivu, Belgian Congo {looking west across lake.) 
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whole job could, at that time, have been done quite easily by 
taking a bus to Regent’s Park and pointing a camera through 
the bars at Mok and Moina in the London Zoo. Unfortu- 
nately, even this is impossible now, as they arc dead. But 
although plenty of pictures of complacent gorillas sitting about 
in uncomfortable cages do exist, the stimulus lay in the fact 
that there are very few photographs of gorillas at large in their 
natural home and surroundings — where, as I now know, they 
are anything but complacent. 

One or two people have succeeded in getting the real thing 
in the forests of the Congo, but the pictures they produced are 
dim, because the great ape lives in very dense country where, 
generally speaking, the light is insufficient for anything really 
satisfactory in the way of a photograph. 

In any case it was an excuse for adventure. That was all we 
wanted. Besides this, there were several other animals that 
had never been photographed at all. 




CHAPTER II: THE VOYAGE 



One’s friends were not helpful, they were plainly discour- 
aging. “You’ll get,” they said, “yellow fever and blackwater, 
and you’ll have a dismal time in swamps ...” I didn’t at all. 
I got phlebitis and dysentery, and had a dismal time in forests, 
and I’m glad I proved our friends wrong because I wouldn’t 
have missed one minute of it for all the tea in China. 

"With all those elephants and gorillas and snakes around,” 
they said, “you’ll be simply scared to death ...” There they 
were on safer ground, but they were wrong again ... it 
wasn’t to death that I was scared — only at times into extreme 
liveliness. 

“Or are you going,” they said, unfairly this time, “merely 
to prove how brave you are?” And here I am happy to state 
that they were utterly wrong, for if I proved anything to my- 
self, it was on several occasions how very frightened I could be. 

We had what I hope, was a very unusual voyage. We set 
sail from Marseilles in a ship whose name I am not prepared 
to advertise, for she belonged to a famous line. She must in 
any case have been pensioned off before September 1939, for 



. , , and see and hear and feel the strange insistent rhythm of 
Africa. Dancer at Watussi Celebrations; Kigale, 
Ruanda Urundl 






This was the kind of photograph we planned to take. . . . 
Leopard in thf Abe rdare Mountains, Kenva. 
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if on wartime voyages she had been forced to zig-zag as well, 
she would never have got anywhere at all. And so, for a not 
too modest sum, we were gradually transported to East Africa. 
The company admitted that it was unfortunate that we had 
to travel in this ship, as she was old and that this was her last 
voyage before being broken up. She was old all right, but we 
subsequently found that they had been saying this to passengers 
for the lust ten voyages at least — and in any case the ship re- 
quired little in the way of breaking up. ... I suspect that one 
good sudden burst on the siren would have done the trick. 

We seemed to call in at every port we could, and every 
time we did we arrived late and left late, and the crew could 
hardly be blamed for going ashore as often as was possible. 
Members of this crew were always arriving back in the middle 
of the night in that wide-open state of happiness that is of 
great entertainment to the party-minded and of low diversion- 
ary value to the sleeper in his bunk. And even though our 
departures were invariably late, we always seemed to be leaving 
one Of two behind. 

While we were on the move, the deck, wherever you seemed 
to be sitting, was bathed in a surprisingly steady rain of soot 
and the further we went the deeper the layer of soot grew and 
lay underfoot. It seems that it was not practicable to be too 
lavish with the water when hosing down the decks in the 
morning as the decks themselves were leaky and water was 
apt CO go unhindered into the cabins below. 

Memories of our fellow passengers in the Tourist Class 
fade compared with those of the twenty-eight missionaries. . . . 
On voyages of this nature a missionary or two is to be ex- 
pected, but a gaggle of twenty-eight is something one rarely 
encounters. They mostly wore black, so the soot was not 
really so very noticeable, but it was a little like being locked 
up in the coal cellar with the vicar for weeks on end. 



and this is what often happened to the best laid plans. In 
this case we were expecting an animal of reasonable pro- 
portions— -but an elephant came by instead. 


Wc hoped at least that we would look the part, . . . Safari 
Bovs AND Author, Belgian Congo. 
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Travel with Gander, however, was seldom dull. We had 
some evenings I shall not forget, converting the missionaries. 

Yes — it was an unusual trip, . . , However, we travelled 
hopefully, and furthermore, we arrived. 

The train journey from Mombasa to Nairobi has been 
done by countless thousands of people, but to me it was new 
and everything was intensely interesting. Tt was my first 
sight of Africa and my first introduction to the equator, arul 
impressions and surprises came thick and fast. The people, 
the villages, the trees and flowers, the butterflies, the land- 
scape, the feeling of vastness, the very smell of the sunshine 
and the earth that is somehow Africa, all these things and 
many more were new and thrilling to this Londoner that I am. 

I know that is badly put — the sunshine doesn’t smell — but 
there is some scent about Africa, you could even sense it from 
the sea before land was sighted, that is connected with sun- 
shine and earth and things primitive and strange and exciting, 
and I fear I cannot put it better. 

The sun went down that evening in spectacular fashion 
and there was a flaming, fiery effect in a sky that somehow 
seemed enormously bigger than the skies in England. I went 
to bed in the sleeping cat with a great impatience for the next 
day, and with a great thankfulness for having come to Africa. 

The next morning at breakfast the train was running 
through what appeared to he a Whipsnadc Zoo of gargantuan 
proportions. Wildebeestc, ostrich, gazelle, impala, giraffe. 
Secretary bird, vulture, zebra. , , . So much to look at that 
the coffee on the table grew cold. 

Then came Nairobi — and plans to be made for the first 
trials of our schemes in the wild and beautiful country that can 
be found quite close to the capital town of Kenya Colony. 




CHAPTER III; THE SCHEME 



Before I go any further I should like co get it off my chest 
that although we made close contact with gorillas — far too 
close for my liking — we never succeeded in getting a satis- 
factory picture of one, and no gorilla photograph appears in 
this book. If anything, this was really the gorilla’s fault — he 
was the one who was unco-operative. He, and Hitler. If Hitler 
had only decided to liberate Poland two weeks later we should 
liave done the trick. I am convinced of this, for wc had made 

plans which I don’t think would have failed but I will tell of 

those later. 

It was never our intention to travel all that way to get 
one or two pictures of one or two animals. We were no purists. 
I have to admit chat while, on the one hand, we watited the 
fun and the adventure, on the other we were certainly not blind 
to the commercial side of things. We wanted lots of pictures 
of lots of animals . . . good vsellable pictures of a kind that 
could at least return some of the expenses involved and pos- 
sibly event show a profit. 

As a point of interest you do not necessarily have to be 
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a millionaire to do these things. If you want to, you can make 
an expedition to the Congo cost a small fortune. Taking into 
consideration the distances and the time involved, and the 
equipment necessary and everything, a year’s expedition of this 
nature, properly handled and modestly carried out, can be 
made to cost approximately the same as it would have done for 
Gander and me to siiarc in buying a new Rolls-Royce. On top 
of this there seemed every good possibility of doing the equiva- 
lent to getting a reasonable second-hand price for the Rolls- 
Royce after using it for a year. 

Nevertheless we hardly thought in terms of showing a 
profit. We had made a little money out of two books we had 
written together and we felt like spending it as well as we 
could. So we did this, and merely hoped that a little of it might 
one day come back. One of the main snags to making the 
expedition pay at all lay in the fact that although wc had done 
a good deal of amateur photography, neither Gander nor I 
could consider ourselves in any way professionals. We had a 
lot to learn, and before we left England we learned as much 
as we could. 

Now even to the meanest intelligence it quickly becomes 
plain that the two of us creeping around in orthodox fashion 
in the dark Congo forests, each one with a single camera, how- 
ever much at the ready, might well have to creep around for a 
very long time before any animal, let alone a gorilla, would 
become sufficiently convinced of our integrity and commercial 
ambitions to stand and pose for us. 

We got out of that difficulty by buying twenty cameras. 

As soon as this became known to our friends the old 
question of carrying eccentricity one step too far came up 
again. 

We continued to show our determination by buying twenty 
Burvin Synchronisers, a large quantity of film, a thousand 
Phillip;}’ Flash Bulbs, countless gadgets, a pair of shorts each 
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and two very impressive topees. After this the question of ec- 
centricity was dropped altogether. We did not tell anybody 
that the cameras were second-and third-hand and that we got 
a reduction for quantity. They were Leica cameras, but you 
must remember that in those days Leicas were not made out 
of platinum, as they apparently are to-day. 

As soon as we got to Nairobi, along with our great cof- 
fins of photographic equipment, we found ourselves subjected 
to the same kind of frivolous comment we had weathered in 
England. Here, however, we were up against "people who 
knew what they were talking about,” and we found ourselves 
treated very largely as figures of fun. But the people of Nairobi 
are as friendly a bunch of people as I have ever met, and we 
were also treated with great hospitality and friendliness and 
given a lot of very valuable help. And, come to think of it, 
nobody has more fun than a figure of fun. 

So, in accordance with our schemes, we continued our orgy 
of buying. We bought axes, pangas,* miles of string and rolls 
of cotton, scissors, nails, wooden stakes, clamps, chicken wire, 
tape measures, reflectors, batteries, wire, screws, soft-soap, 
dusters, lens-heads and a hundred and one other odds and ends 
which were all to have their uses. We also hired from the firm 
of Safarilands Ltd., a tent with a double fly and what we con- 
sidered complete camping equipment to go with it. Safarilands 
was more accustomed to dealing with rich Americans and 
Royalty than with people like us, and I often suspected them of 
being more than merely amused. . . . For transport we hired 
first a large station wagon Ford V-8 and, as soon as we had 
completed our purchases we found we had to add a ton and a 
half truck, also a Ford, as well. And finally, as soon as we held 
our first loading exercise to see if we could get all our kit on 
board we found that it was necessary to build a great cage-like 

■'' Machetes, or long bladcd knives. 
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construction on top of the open truck to hold everything on. 
When it was completed it was an impressive sight — it looked as 
though we were going in for transporting giraffes from one 
place to another. 

Those final days, before setting out for the first trial of 
our equipment, were hectic indeed. The days seemed coo short 
for all the things we had to do, and we didn't get much sleep 
at night, because Nairobi is apt to be gay. 

For our first experiments we required a subject on which 
to see how well or how badly our photographic scheme would 
work — just one of the many animals of Africa — one that 
would, so to speak, play ball with us — but not too roughly. 

We could of course have tried it out on the dog. There was 
a dog quite handy in Jim and Rachael’s house where we were 
staying, an ugly and impossibly sentimental bull-terrier named 
"Pickle,” but somehow we felt we hadn’t come all that way 
to play around with bull- terriers. Besides this, "Weary” Wood, 
our guide and counsellor at Kodaks in Nairobi, would have 
dined out on the story of the first results of the Dower-Riddell 
Big Game Expedition for weeks to come. 

In the end Gander selected the hippopotamus to be our 
first victim — and immediately and quite frankly I told him I 
thought this was unnecessarily advanced. I could have 
thought of many lesser animals more likely to play hall with 
us than a hippo. What I had in mind was something smaller 
and more likely to be a little scared of me, like, . . . well, . . • 
say a ga/clle, or possibly a zebra . . . But I would have lieen 
WTong; I might have been weeks before having success with 
either of them* 

The hippo, it w»as pointed out, is far more a creature of 
habit than the gregarious and timid animals of the plains and 
therefore his movements are more predictable. He is not, and 
this I could easily understand, scared of anything in particular. 
And finally he does not wander far from the place in which 
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he lives and, in spite of his appearance, is relatively harmless. 
The last part of this description could at one time, I found, 
have equally well applied to myself, but I was unconvinced 
that I and the hippopotamus had anything at all in common. 
The only one warning that I was given, in order not to pro- 
voke this large and heavy animal, was to avoid getting between 
him and water. In theory this was sound, but in practice, 
wherever hippos are, there seems always to be water on every 
hand. 

However, we went — car, lorry, equipment and all — to a 
place where hippos lived. With us were the two "Boys” we 
had taken on to our strength in Nairobi. They stayed with us, 
surprisingly, for the whole of our time in Africa and they 
shared with us our way of living, our triumphs, and our various 
humiliations. Jepharia was the driver of the truck. He had, of 
course, a naturally dark countenance, which was, however 
ludicrous a situation, seldom lightened by a smile. Njoki was 
batman, cook and general bottle-washer to us both. He had an 
even darker countenance which, more often than not, was 
positively flood-lit by the broadest of African grins, in which 
a perfect set of teeth played the part of neon lights. I could 
always find Njoki in the dark by just looking round for a set 
of teeth. 

Speaking of the dark reminds me that I haven’t yet ex- 
plained the manner in which we intended to take our pictures. 
All animal photography was to be done at night. It was reason- 
able to suppose that night-time would be the time least ex- 
pected by any animal to find people about with cameras, and 
in consequence he would be undisturbed and natural. Most 
pictures I have seen of African animals have been taken by 
daylight and they show that the animal is well aware of a dis- 
turbance nearby. 

The first job was to locate the animal or animals we wanted, 
watch them and study their movements as closely as po.ssible. 




We went to a place where the Hippos lived* . - . Lak*-; 
Naivasha. 
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and then set photographic traps for them. We figured that 
with twenty cameras wc could cover quite a large area and 
allow for latitude of movement and choice of routes on the 
part of the animals concerned. Using so many cameras, spread 
out over so much ground made it impossible to use the normal 
method of leaving the shutter open and having a trip-wire 
merely release the flash-bulb. There would not have been time 
to get round to all the cameras last thing at night to open them, 
and again before first light to close them, and the films would 
have been spoiled. Africa is also subject to thunder storms 
of considerable intensity, and lightning would blur the film 
In any case there are limits to the amount of wandering around 
at night that you can do in Africa. . . . 

So we had to have a contrivance that would, on being 
tripped, release both shutter and flash-bulb simultaneously. 
This, with minor home made modifications, we did with the 
Burvin Synchroniser, a device which fitted on to the bottom 
of the Leica cameras. But even with this excellent gadget the 
timing and tripping was more than tricky. Roughly the se- 
quence of setting a camera trap is as follows: 

First you select a spot where you hope the animal in question 
will pass by to within a few inches. You then select a suitable 
place for the camera where it can “see” and yet is itself not too 
obvious, A flash bulb only has a limited field of lighting ef- 
ficiency and, of course, the further away from the subject you 
place the camera the slower you must make your shutter speed 
— and the more you do this the less likely you are to get a 
picture free of movement and consequent blur. In general we 
found that twenty-four feet was about the maximum, and 
most of our pictures were taken well inside this range. Having 
.selected the two sites, one for the camera and one for the 
animal, you have to find some means for firmly securing the 
camera in the required position. This we did with strong metal 
spring clamps which we fastened either to tree trunks or to 
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stakes driven into the ground. The next step is to ensure cor- 
rect focus, and further than that, correct depth of focus — 
with the subject for the picture conspicuous by its absence. 
It became fairly general practice for one of ils to cope with 
the setting and angling of the camera while the other imper- 
sonated the animal. As soon as Njoki understood the full im- 
port of this strange behaviour he became a willing "\ininiar’ 
and saved a lot of loss of dignity. Depth of focus, of course, 
varied considerably according to which animal we were expect- 
ing. What was right for a leopard was wrong for an elephant or 
a mongoose, and each time variations to the shutter aperture 
were necessary they had to be related to shutter-speed, dis- 
tance and flash-bulb. 

So it is understandable that there were plenty of con- 
troversial things for two people to discuss. 

Next the camera has to be protected from the weather and 
camouflaged and hidden as well as possible. This was done by 
means of tin boxes, chicken wire, moss and general foliage. 
Camouflage, however, must not be done too wholeheartedly 
as it soon becomes impossible to reach the camera to make 
adjustments, and furthermore, if twenty cameras spread over 
a large area of thick country are too cunningly concealed, they 
become incredibly difficult to find the next day. Wc always 
had in any Ccasc to make fairly detailed charts of all areas giving 
exact locations. 

I remember one day Gander’s voice came floating dfnvn 
from the top of a small hill nearby. 

"Where the hell did you put the camera up on this hilL 
Jimmy?’’ 

"Who’s making a noise now?" I shouted hack, 

"Well . . . where is it anyway?’’ 

"Right by the big tree on the left of the track-' but mind 
the trip wire — that’s this side of the tree." A long pause 



One tiny sound can startle the animal and ruin the picture. 
Gazelle. 





The Scheme 


27 


followed this and I went on with my work, mending a mecha- 
nism. Presently . . . 

“There are lots of big trees up here and I’m damned if I 
can see it. You come up and show me.” 

With a show of some reluctance, I set down the synchro- 
niser and toiled up the track. It was very hot. 

“You mast be as blind as a bat,” I said when I joined 
him, “it’s right there under your nose,” and I marched con- 
fidently right up to where I had set the camera. There was a 
blinding flash from the right hand side of the track opposite 
the tree as I walked straight into the trip-wire. ... I stood quite 
still for a moment. 

“Thank you,” said Gander, "I knew you’d find it for me,” 
and when I was halfway down the hill again he added, “We 
needed a flashlight picture of you looking pompous any- 
way. ...” 

The trigger release that sets off shutter and flash-bulb 
requires a setting that will allow it to work at the slightest touch 
on the trip-wire, so that a picture can be taken before any 
warning clicks or sounds can come from the apparatus. One 
tiny sound, however insignificant normally, can startle the 
animal and ruin the picture. 

For trip-wires we used black cotton. The fact that an 
elephant, lumbering into a strand of black cotton stretched 
across a path can take his own photograph in the fractional 
interval between touching and breaking the cotton, shows how 
delicately the trigger release has to be set. (It has, further- 
more, to work equally well for the lightest and sprightlicst 
animals.) It also becomes evident that to get the "pull” trans- 
ferred directly to the camera trigger the trip-wire must "run” 
absolutely free. Cotton does not "run” freely round tree-trunks 
— it catches and breaks. We had therefore to knock in bent 
nails at every point where the cotton led at an angle to the 
actual trip-wire. 



28 


In the Forests of the Night 


The setting of the trip-wires themselves presents no small 
problem. Apart from the layout of the trap itself, you have 
to try to ensure that no animal is likely to pass through and 
touch off the cotton that leads from the camera to the trip- 
wire. This can only result in an out-of-focus close-up. It can 
be avoided in various ways according to the site selected, 
but generally it is best done by putting it high. 

Again, anitnal traffic along the game trails and paths is 
not, unfortunately, a tidy alfair where the lion sticks to one 
path and the bush buck to another. The height, however, at 
which the trip-wire is set can, to a certain extent, select re- 
quired subjects. A cotton stretched across a trail at a height of 
five feet can catch the buffalo or eland and allow the leopard 
or gazelle to pass below — but if you are after the tiny dik-dik 
with the cotton stretched a few inches off the ground you are 
just as likely to get a close-up of an elephant foot. 

Gander once spent a great deal of time and energy on a 
very tricky little job of getting a close-up of some very small 
animal. It was all a matter of inches, with a trip-wire practically 
lying on the ground. He had a method all his own of setting 
cameras by getting right down and peering into the camera to 
see if the lens was pointing in the right direction. Sooner or 
later the inevitable occurred and a very anxious-looking and 
sweaty face took its own photograph in the blinding light of the 
flash-bulb. T m afraid I couldn’t resist the remark that on the 
whole it was a good thing because it would save us the trouble 
of getting a baboom 

Later on this same camera took an excellent portrait of an 
elephant’s foot, with just the tip of the trunk thrown in for 
good measure. 

I hesitate to go further into technicalities or into the rami- 
fications of the many Rube Goldberg devices that we employed, 
for fear of becoming a bore. The initial problems, however, 
which, on paper, we knew we had to solve were nothin a 



Sometimes they came too close and touched off the connection 
that led from camera to trip wire. Elano 



30 


In the Forests of the Night 


compared with the problems that arose as we went along. I 
hope I have made it clear that the process was reasonably com- 
plicated, because it undoubtedly was — and as things had to be 
done with the maximum speed and the minimum noise, since 
we were nearly always working with animals of various sorts 
and sizes in the vicinity, the reader may perhaps be able to 
vi.siialize some of the situations that arose. 

The whole business of setting a camera, let alone twenty, 
was one of those things that is liable to make two people 
either extremely cross with one another, or have them both 
weak with laughter. 








CHAPTER IV: THE TRIAL 



The place where the hippos lived was ideal for first experi- 
ments. They lived in a relatively undisturbed corner of a lake 
where, for a distance of about a mile along the lake shore the 
ground bore lots of evidence of hippo spoor coming and going 
between the water and the papyrus. This papyrus, which is 
simply tall reeds ten to fifteen feet high, grew thickly in die 
mud and swampland at the corner of the lake and covered an 
area of several acres. The hippos spent their time between the 
lake and the papyrus and in moving about in the latter they 
had created a complicated series of tunnels, much on the lines 
of the London Underground railway system, through which 
one could crawl and wade. It was an exciting place that papyrus, 
and one where it was relatively easy to predict exactly where 
the hippo would go. It was also a place from which, once you 
were well inside and crawling along in the tunnels, there was no 
escape. It was, too, extremely easy to get yourself as well and 
truly lost as in a maze. 

You could always hear the hippos snorting and blowing, 
sometimes close to you and sometimes nicely distant. I always 




Bush Ptc — Sometimes various animals would come by before 
nightfall and help themselves to a picture. In this case 
the leading animal was curious about the small stone to 
which the cotton trip wire was attached. 
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had the feeling that round every corner I would come face to 
{ace with one travelling in the opposite direction. Face to face 
with a hippo in a tunnel at a distance of a few feet is an unen- 
viable position in which to find oneself — and as far as faces 
are concerned the hippo has the advantage. Or worse still, I 
couldn’t help at times suspecting that a hippo had come into 
my tunnel behind me, down a branch line, and was follow- 
ing along and blocking my exit — and, if anything, hippos just 
behind you in tunnels are strategically better placed than just 
in front. 

I often wonder exactly what I, with a camera in one hand 
and a wooden stake in the other, or the hippo with nothing at 
all to encumber him, would have done had such an emergency 
arisen. I suspect there would certainly have been a stupid 
misunderstanding. 

We found, during the course of the first day, that hippos 
were not the only inhabitants of this particular corner of 
Kenya. We saw bushpig, impala, waterbuck, jackall, ostrich, 
duiker and the spoor of many more, including leopard. 

We set cameras both inside and outside the papyrus and 
we found, inexperienced as we were, that it took incredibly 
long to set even one trap. During the whole of the first day’s 
work we only managed to set three cameras, and we retired 
that evening, well after dark, tired, badly bitten by mosquitos, 
and just a little bit dispirited. 

The following morning was rather like that moment at a 
depressing party when the door opens and somebody walks 
in with a trayful of drinks. With mounting excitement we 
went to each of the three cameras and found that all of them 
had worked! The tell-tale, grey, opaque colour of the flash-bulbs, 
the broken trip-wires, the fresh spoor in the mud — everything 
was there as we had planned. ... It was a great moment. 

Excitedly we fell to examining the ground at each of the 
sites, and, neither of us being very expert as yet at interpreting 
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Unintentional Photography — Various tense and undigni- 
fied attitudes. 
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spoof, ouf joint conjectures sounded rather as though Noah 
had beached the Ark during the night on the lake-shore and 
that everything in it had walked obediently through our traps. 

In the end we decided that the three cameras had succeeded 
with hippo, leopard and some kind of antelope respectively. In 
any case we were sure we had results. 

We quickly reset these cameras and during the rest of the 
day, by dint of working like blacks (and by somehow per- 
suading our two blacks to work like us) we managed to put up 
five more camera traps. In our hurry we also managed to get 
ourselves inextricably entangled in yards and yards of black 
cotton and we took several unexpected photographs of our- 
selves in various tense and undignified attitudes. 

"If it goes on like this,” said Gander at one point, just 
after I had taken an unnecessary picture of the back of his 
pants, "we may have to revise the whole expedition. We might 
even find it better to hand the whole thing over to the animals 
and have them take a series of intimate shots of white men at 
work. ...” 

During that day I was an interested spectator at what 
subsequently turned out to be the amorous advances of one 
hippo to another. At the outset it looked like the beginning of 
a first class family row. Mrs. Hippo, at least I can only pre- 
sume and hope it was Mrs. Hippo, stood coyly about in some 
bushes some ten or twenty yards from the lake. Romeo, heavily 
disguised as Mr. Hippo, after a period of keen circling, ap- 
proached his Juliet at a steady rate of some five to seven knots 
and, with resounding impact, barged the whole of his great 
bulk straight into Mrs. Hippo’s flank. This heavy collision 
evidently gave both of them considerable satisfaction, for it 
was repeated several times from almost every angle of approach 
until the area where they were began to have every appearance 
of 3 '•nrl mo^t of th** blichc' were WiA waste. 
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To a reasonably normal human being, devoid o£ any 
outstanding fetichisms, it looked for all the world like de- 
liberate provocation to a stand-up fight, but this was far from 
the case, for presently the two of them went off happily to- 
gether, hand in hand as it were, down into the water. And 
there, having drawn a more or less discreet and watery curtain 
over their activities, it was only to be supposed that they got 
down to the real business of the day, for a series of minor and 
rhythmical tidal waves started to roll up on the shore. 

The next day four out of the seven cameras had worked 
perfectly. This time we finally interpreted our bag as otter, 
dik-dik, another hippo, and, strangely enough, python. We 
had set one trip-line right at the water’s edge, half in the 
water and half in the mud, and there right across it, broken 
cotton and all, was the unmistakable trail of a fairly large 
snake. 

The next day, and the next, rewarded us with much the 
same number of results. 

We stayed by that lake-shore for approximately a week. 
By the end of that time we had counted some twenty successful 
"trips,” and we were impatient to have the films developed to 
see the quality of our results — so we packed everything up and 
departed back to Nairobi. This impatience was quite natural 
and genuine, although it may possibly have been accelerated 
slightly by a discovery we made that morning. 

We were crawling along one of the tunnels when we came 
across the impressive, and very fresh, spoor of lion. , . . Lions 
in the open are one thing — lions in restricted tunnels are quite 
another. 

We easily convinced ourselves that the results of photogra- 
phy were of paramount importance, and that lions could wait 
to have their pictures taken at some later date. After all, there 
were plenty of lions in Africa, and only two of us. 



The Trial 


39 


Once back in Nairobi we found a lot of mail waiting 
for us. It appeared from several telegrams we received that a 
certain amount of chaos was reigning back at home in England 
over our joint aifairs. This was, on the whole, not so very un- 
usual, but this time it seemed a bit more important. Before 
leaving England we had written a revue together — and Michael 
North of B.B.C. fame had produced excellent music to our 
lyrics. It was a nonsensical political satire affair called "Grave 
New World”, and we had left it in the hands of agents, with 
friends acting on our behalf. These telegrams told us that it 
had been accepted and that production in London at some 
not-too-distant date was intended; but the trouble was, although 
I forget exactly why, we were both requited back in London at 
once to cope with things. 

This was exciting and disturbing news. By now we were both 
badly bitten by our new occupation and the last thing we 
wanted to do was to leave Africa — so, after a long discussion, 
we sent off a three page cable saying we were both very sorry 
but that we were quite sure that negotiations and general ar- 
rangements would inevitably go more smoothly if we our- 
selves were absent — meanwhile we were off to the Congo — 
goodbye. 

It was a difficult decision to make because — well, because 
. . . but I’m sure we were right — and anyway, in the end our 
unfortunate revue was just another of the many things that 
Hitler was responsible for stopping. . . . 

It was with very mingled feelings on the following day that 
we came out of Kodaks having inspected the negatives of our 
pictures. We had been expecting twenty results ... we got 
four. Of these, three could just be called satisfactory — and only 
one was really good. The remainder were washouts. 

Gander and I were both bitterly disappointed with this 
meager return for a whole week’s work. We were soon to know 
better . . . but somehow or other we never seemed to manage to 



When you arrange for Hippos to come out of a lake and 
face the camera they have a maddening habit of doing 
the very reverse. , . . 



This one, with a strange overgrown tusk, did precisely the 
same. 




42 


In the Forests of the Night 


stay miserable for very long — and, after all, there was that one 
grand picture. It was a hippo, three-quarter front view, just 
about to indulge in a dust bath. We had found the place to- 
gether and seen that hippos went there just for that purpose, 
but, in a generous session of mutual commiseration over the 
other failures, each one congratulated the other on his clever- 
ne.ss in finding the site and the brilliance of setting of the trap 
— and soon, enthusiasm, like a resilient rubber ball, was bounc- 
ing again. 

The three pictures that were only just satisfactory were 
largely so because the animals were too far away and had ap- 
parently chosen to go through our trip-wires backwards — g rid , 
however hard you try, it is difficult to make an attractive picture 
out of the wrong end of a hippo. . . . This, however, could 
easily be overcome by more cunning arrangement of the 
trip-wires. 

And then we got down to a thorough analysis of the six- 
teen or so washouts. Among these there were several very excel- 
lent photographs of papyrus and bushes and undergrowth, but 
with nothing whatsoever in the way of an animal in the picture 
this we found was due to the cotton trip-wire being stretched 
too taut between the stems of the papyrus, and the wind, blow- 
ing the reeds about, had set off the triggers. 

One or two similar pictures of nothing but vegetation had 
small blurs across the centre of the negatives — there is little 
you can do to prevent birds flying through cotton trip-wires. 
Others were badly blurred — rain and condensation on the 
(This was to prove a constant problem all along.) There were 
one or two negatives on which the vague outlines of animals 
were discernible, but it was very much a matter of 'through a 
glass darkly’— these were plainly cases of poor synchronisation 
of shutter and flash-bulb. And finally, there was one slap-up 
picture of Njoki trying, and failing, to step over a trip-wire. 
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He looked very sheepish when we confronted hina with this 
evidence of an unrepotted event. . . . 

But the main thing was — it worked. 

The next thing was to try it out in the forests of the Aber- 
dare Mountains. 







CHAPTER V: THE FOREST 



As I look back down the crowded distances of the last 
six years I find I am no longer interested in an exact chronicle 
of where we went next or of all the many things we did in 
Africa and the order in which we did them — and I am con- 
vinced that a straightforward diary would find the reader even 
less interested than L ♦ . . This, after all, is a book of pictures, 
and there is little enough excuse for writing anything at all. 
But it is difficult, in the kaleidoscope of jumbled memories of 
one of the happiest and most interesting periods of my life, 
to know which moments to pull out and do my best to describe. 

We went to the Aberdare Mountains for two main rea- 
sons. First, because our photographic system was, as yet, far 
from perfect and needed considerable practice, and seauid, 
because we wanted to do that practice in the same kind of con- 
ditions we were going to meet in the Congo forests. 

On our various trips we never took a white hunter w'ich 
us — and only on one occasion a rifle. This was not mere 
foolish bravado. It may have been a little foolish and it s 
true that a spot of bravado may have slipped in somewhere, 
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but the real reason was that we wanted, as nearly as possible, 
to be on level terms with the animals. Even the whitest of white 
hunters cannot cease to feel a sense of responsibility for his 
clients and he cannot help but be a restraining influence. As 
to the matter of weapons, at that time I would probably have 
been in greater danger with a rifle than without, and in any 
case in the Reserves of the Congo, our eventual destination, 
arms were not allowed, so it seemed reasonable to become ac- 
customed to being unarmed from the start. 

We had no intention whatsoever of harming any animal and 
we hoped very sincerely that the animals would see our point 
of view and not harm us. 

From the outside, viewed across the wide expanse of the 
Great Rift Valley, the Aberdare Mountains are not impressive. 
The range works itself up to its highest point — ^Mount 
Kinangop, 12,800 ft. — so gradually that it appears to be quite 
an insignificant line of hills. From the inside, however, once 
you are in there in the forests, the Aberdares are decidedly 
impressive. Surrounded as they are, on every hand, by civiliza- 
tion they cannot possibly be called "off the map” — and yet, 
once you get inside, you are, to all intents and purposes, way 
off any map. 

The site we chose for our base camp was in the middle of 
the "Bamboo Belt,” We got there, after the usual false alarms 
and curious excursions, by driving our miniature convoy as far 
up as we could (and that was a good deal farther than most 
normal people would have taken cars) and then by employing 
fifteen porters. . . . 

The moment I got inside those forests I was lost — utterly, 
completely and bewilderingly lost. The whole world consisted 
of bamboos — thousands upon thousands upon thousands of 
bamboos. They stood close together in solid phalanx like a night- 
mare maze of poles. Some fifteen feet up the feathery fronds 
formed a roof overhead — and over that again there was an- 




The moment I got inside that forest I was lost. Bamboo 
Fobests, Aberdake Mountains. 




oiAMT 
V HO<r 




CriAHT V 

PolVEST^r* 


Rough chart 

OF CAK\CRA-TRAV 31X65 
IN XH E 


ABEIU)AR,E tAOUNTAIMS 



N AT I V E 



The Forest 


51 


other, higher roof of cedars and other mighty trees. Thi.s 
double cover kept out much of the light but none of the tain. 

Gander too, although he had great theories of always know- 
ing where he was, was just as lost as I. 

We kept on a few of the porters to work in camp and we 
got ourselves a Wanderobo in order not to spend our entire 
time being lost. Wanderobos are a kind of African Gypsy. 
They are of no separate tribe, but are merely odd members of 
various tribes who have taken to the forests, living vagrant 
lives illicitly trapping. Our Wanderobo was like a little tame 
gnome and he flitted about in and oiit of the forest with never 
a step in a false direction. He could lead you straight to a cam- 
era trap set seven or eight miles away from camp through a 
tangled world of meandering trails — and to him black cotton 
trip-wires stretched across dark corners might well have been 
six-inch wire hawsers painted white, for he never touched one. 

If I ever found my way out to a camera site, I could never 
find my way back. My kind of signposts are good big sensible 
things with arrows and large lettering — one tiny nick with a 
panga as blaze-mark on just one of the hundreds of bamboo 
stems is no good at all to me. Tiny marks on the gra.ssy trails, 
disturbed leaves, poky little indentations in the ground or 
blades of grass bent over, all proof that we had come this 
way on the way out, were quite invisible to me on the return 
journey. All ways looked alike, but to the little gnome it was 
as though we walked with whitewash on our boots. 

We learned a lot from him about the interpretation of 
spoor. I found, both from him and later from the pygmies, that 
it was possible not only to tell what animals had gone along 
the game trails, but also more or less what size they were, how 
long ago they went this way, and practically what they were 
thinking about at the time. On muddy ground even I could 
see a legible imprint here and there, but I was hanged if I 
could spot anything on grassy paths. It made one feel very 
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small to be so blind and to get so easily lost. I used to comfort 
myself occasionally by planning to take a Wanderobo to my 
own particular kind of jungle, to London, to see what he would 
make of that. ... We did once take one into Nairobi. He was 
so scared that he would lose himself that he stayed all morning 
with one hand firmly clasping the door handle of the car . . . 
and after that I felt much better. 

For the camp site we made a small clearing in the bamboos 
where there was a ledge in the hillside that fell away steeply 
down to the river Chania some four hundred feet below. The 
river Chania had its source somewhere back in the mountains 
and it wound its way mysteriously through exciting places. . . . 
It eventually finds its way, which is more than I could do, to 
Thika, and passes quite close to Nairobi. We came to know 
the Chania well. It was always cropping up in front of us, 
when, by all the laws of Gander’s navigation it should have 
been behind us . . . and it was one of those rivers that look 
deceptively easy to cross by jumping from boulder to boulder. 
We crossed it this way many times and more often than not 
the boulders were just a little wider apart than we thought. 

I don’t know how I can adequately describe the feelings 
one has the first time one sleeps out without protection in a 
thick dark forest which is alive with wild animals both great 
and small. It is, I suppose, the thing that takes one to places 
like Africa, and which, in the end, sends one back again for 
more. 

It is, somehow, the beginning ... a going back, if you 
like, to the beginning ... to the discovery that all the strange 
fears that one started with in the night-nursery are still only bare- 
ly concealed beneath the false security of civilization. ... It is 
a sudden realization of the inadequacy of man as man, stripped 
of all the accoutrements with which he has surrounded him- 
self to bolster up his confidence. You are still a man — you 
haven’t ch.-inged overnight — and yet you go back to being 




A tiny island of light in a great black sea of bamboos. Camp 
AT Night, (Aber^ares — ]0j)00 ft,) 
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a child. . . . The pitifully bright cloak of sophistication you 
have taken all these years to weave around your nakedness 
suddenly, and unfairly, falls away . . . and there you are . , . 
and you have to begin again . . . and the exciting part of it 
is that you suddenly begin to live intensely — just as a child does. 

At night-time the forest, which has been quiet all day, 
suddenly comes to life and all around you there are noises and 
sounds which to you, as a babe in the woods, need explaining. 

. . . Camp, with its comforting fire, is like a tiny warm island 
in the middle of a great black sea, in which all manner of 
things are living, and moving — and watching. ... You crawl 
into your sleeping bag and lie down, and gradually the fire dies, 
and you lie awake as the great black sea gradually washes 
up over your island and you. 

We slept out many a night in many a dark forest. Inevi- 
tably one learns — the sounds all have their explanations — but 
the magic never goes. In the forests of the night there is always 
magic. 

But here was an entirely different proposition from our 
lake-shore and the tunnels and the obliging hippopotamus. 
Here was a place of no horizon and no boundary, an endless 
tangle of jungle in which a myriad trails and paths went seem- 
ingly aimlessly in all directions. . . . This was a place of move- 
ment where the animals lived by the laws of the jungle and 
some were hunters and some were hunted — and in consequence 
their movements were not so easily predictable. Even twenty 
cameras in a place like this — ^however cunningly concealed 
and set — might have to wait a long time before rewards 
would come. Twenty cameras in fifty million bamboos can look 
very lost. 

Those first few days we coveted a lot of ground. We 
seldom came to the end of a day without having covered fifteen 
miles, and fifteen miles in the Aberdares is more like twenty- 
five in England’s green and pleasant land. Panga in hand, 
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slashing at the bamboos to make a path, topee on head, 
bearded chin and all, we began to look the part. We were rather 
impressed, and we were constantly taking photographs of 
ourselves (deliberately this time) in pioneering poses in order 
to be able to impress our friends, and possibly ourselves, 
later on. 

We soon became aware of the large variety of game that 
lived and moved around us, and of the existence of the two 
plums we were after — the bongo and the giant forest hog. So 
far as I know, and I am the first to admit that my knowledge 
of these things is curiously limited, there are no adequate pho- 
tographs of these two relatively recently discovered animals — 
leastways none taken of them at liberty in their own natural 
surroundings. 

At this point I think it is time that I made myself plain, 
if I haven’t done so already, that I am no zoologist, and that I 
am neither qualified, nor very willing, to enter into public 
correspondence with anyone signing himself "Game-warden for 
20 years” or "Accuracy at all costs” in the columns of any 
paper. Gander would have loved it, and he would have done 
it very well — particularly in cases where he was obviously in 
the wrong. 

By dint of searching we discovered a salt-lick that was 
evidently favoured by bongo, and also a place on the river 
where it seemed they watered fairly often. We aLso found a 
muddy spot where a giant forest hog took his mudbath. We 
found a lot of things ... a cave where porcupine lived — a 
fallen tree which bushbuck jumped — a place where otter 
lived — and countless other places — and we made our plans 
and set our traps accordingly. It took us most of a week to set 
up seventeen cameras — and when it was done we found wc 
had wandered so fat afield that it was a long day’s work to 
make a full inspection round all the sites. 








Bush Buck at 
Salt Lick. He 
cdme that night 
— and the re- 
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Whetlicr we made an abnormal amount of noise doing 
all this, or whether it was because a pack of wild dogs moved 
into the area, or whether there was some reason that was clear 
to the animals and obscure to us, I do not know, but for the 
first week the animals appeared to desert our area of the 
forest— and day after day we had no results at all. At length we 
decided to give the place a chance and we went off and climbed 
Mount Kinangop, leaving the cameras where they were. This 
took us two days and involved spending a night out in the 
open under a cliff some three hundred feet from the summit. 
For our pains we were rewarded with some unspectacular views 
of thick cloud banks seen from the inside. On the way down it 
started to rain, and for the next ten days it rained, on and off, 
more or less continuously — and we and our clothes, both on 
and off, were soaking wet for practically all that time. 

We forgot our wetness in the discovery that, in our absence, 
things had started to happen with our camera traps- But with 
this change in fortune came a whole new series of snags that 
taxed our patience to the full. 

When we got back we found that eleven out of the seven- 
teen traps showed conclusive evidence that the animals had 
returned to their old haunts. On our rounds that day, moving 
about as quietly as we could, we saw a lot of game ourselves, 
including a family of giant forest hog — and yet, in the evening, 
returning home in the dark, we had an unpleasant time being 
followed and surrounded by wild dogs. But when we had 
closely examined each camera trap we found that all was not 
so rosy as we thought. 

Condensation on the lenses was the worst trouble — ^and 
the rainy weather and the general steamy dampness hadn’t 
helped at all. We later found that we had lost a lot of good 
pictures from blurred lenses, including one that would have 
been a beauty of two leopards together. 



We slept out in the open under a cliff just below the siimtnit. 
The scene at dawn had something of an early Italian 
painting. . . . Mt. Kinangop — (12,500 ft.) 



1 








The Forest 


61 


But condensation wasn’t all. It seemed that spiders could 
think of no nicer place to spin their webs than all across the 
front of a Leica camera. ... It appeared that electric batteries, 
which I had never suspected of having any nourishing qualities 
at all, were considered most acceptable by ants — for they 
had swarmed into one synchroniser and they left the battery in 
there in very poor shape. . . . The birds too, particularly par- 
tridges, were apparently either more clumsy in these parts or 
else more malicious, for on several occasions they robbed us 
of pictures by carelessly flying or strolling through the black 
cotton trips. A misunderstanding also arose between us and 
the monkeys. 

It was pure delight to see a troop of Colobus monkeys fly- 
ing through the tree tops . . . lovely, lucky creatures with 
their long hair and feathery tails streaming out behind them 
. . . but they would insist, in our absence, on fooling about 
in the trees directly above our traps, and the general disturbance 
they created among the bamboos was very liable to snap the 
cotton trips. They either did that, or became curious about 
the cameras themselves and played around with these until 
the inevitable would occur. 

And Anally we also found that heavy rain by itself was 
liable to break the cotton and make the cameras take purely 
climatic pictures. . . . And so it went on — just one damn thing 
after another, 

We began to live and think and talk and dream only in 
terms of cameras and animals, and the problems involved in 
getting the two of them to work together. Far from this be- 
coming a boring one-track subject, the more we did and the 
more we learned the more engrossing and satisfying it became. 

We stayed up in those forests, at somewhere in the neighbor- 
hood of ten to eleven thousand feet above sea-level, for the 
best part of three weeks — and towards the end it rained so 
much that everything in camp, including out bedding, was 
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reduced to a soggy papier-mache state, and it no longer made 
any difference to us whether we fell into the river or not. But 
somehow, even the constant rain didn’t seem to matter, and, 
for myself, I have seldom felt so well as I did in the Aberdares. 

Since leaving Africa, at the end of 1939, I have travelled 
a long way. I have found myself having to live out and move 
about in a number of mountain ranges, but even the problems 
of snow and extreme cold were simple compared with the rain 
and tangle of those bamboo forests. I know of only one place 
where movement was slower across country. That was in the 
crazy assault-courses of deadfall and fallen tree trunks that 
you find in burnt over sections of the forests in the back parts 
of British Columbia. 

On the other hand I know of only one jungle, and it is not 
in Africa, where you cannot live unprotected on level terms 
with the animals — and that is in Whitehall. Elephant and 
leopard, snake and giant hog, these are as nothing compared 
with the denizens that lurk in the dark and twisting corridors 
of the War Office. For the innocent visitor to that deep jungle, 
however carefully he treads on his (and other) toes, there is 
little hope of survival. At any moment he may be mauled by 
major generals, snarled at by staff officers, or savaged by 
trumpeting brigadiers. . . . The Aberdares and the gorilla 
forests of the Congo are safer by far. . . . 

Whilst we were on this second trial of our equipment in 
the Aberdares we had, from one reason or another, some forty 
actual "catches” with our trip-wires. But this time we knew 
better than to expect forty pictures . . . counting all the snags 
we had met, we finally agreed that we could reasonably expect 
a minimum of fifteen. We went back to Nairobi and had the 
films developed. We had five pictures. Twenty cameras, three 
weeks work, forty Hash-bulbs — five pictures . , . that was how 
it went. 




He came uticxpectcdly, to a place whece we were awaiting a 
leopard. The trip wire ran across the trail from the 
bamboo stem in the top right hand corner of the picture. 
White Tailed Mongoose. 
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We missed the giant forest hog. We got leopard, bushbuck, 
mongoose, and to our joy, the rare bongo. 

To get what is probably the first picture of the bongo was 
no mean achievement. I was so elated that it took a great deal 
of dissuasion on Gander’s part to prevent me festooning the 
hotel corridors with camera traps. I was sure, and I still am, 
that we would have secured some highly interesting results 
on nocturnal movements. 

We actually got the bongo twice — the same animal. The 
first picture showed him about to cross the Chania river. The 
second picture showed only a portion of a very startled bongo 
having charged through the river and broken a trip-wire set 
on the far bank. 






CHAPTER VI: BAD LANGUAGE 



We had only been in Africa for a very little while before 
we became nicely involved in the language problem. The 
"Swahili” we were so proud of, and which we had studied so 
assiduously on our sooty voyage from Marseilles to Mombasa, 
had, up till now, served us reasonably well. We often found, 
however, that with the African we were largely left in the dark 
when lengthy answers repaid our questions. This, however, 
was no one-sided business ... the African himself was often 
noticed to have difficulty in understanding his own language. 
We did, however, improve as we went along. 

It was never very good Swahili that we spoke. We Ixithercd 
hardly at all with grammar and, in common with the majority 
of Kenya settlers, we found that every sentence ended by being 
couched in the imperative and accompanied by .sweeping and 
confident gestures. With strangers I was alway.s a little un- 
certain of complete understanding, but with Njoki I was on 
firmer ground. He was my show piece. I could always be 
certain that when I gave him an order about something he 
would not stand foolishly around looking embarrassed. He 
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would go off promptly and do something. It was not neces- 
sarily what I wanted him to do, but it was always something. 

There was the occasion when I wanted some boot polish, 
and said so at some length — and Njoki came back proudly 
bearing a brand new household broom. There was also the 
time when a look of great tolerance came over his black face 
as, on my direct orders, he went out sadly into the hotel garden 
and hung my pyjamas on a string in the pouring rain, I left 
them there for two days just to show that occasionally we 
white men do put our pyjamas out in the pouring rain. 

But the trouble was that even this mastery of the Swahili 
language was of comparatively little use to us in the Congo. 
What exactly were the languages the natives spoke in those 
parts was never very clear to us — but the strange thing was 
that conversation, instead of flagging, increased. This may 
possibly have been due to the sudden inclusion, as a kind of 
lowest of low common denominators to all concerned, of French. 
Any race of people that either speaks French, or has had French 
thrust upon it, always seems to speak it a very great deal. 

I can speak French reasonably well, but am sensibly hesi- 
tant about it for fear of making ridiculous mistakes. Gander 
could speak it far less well, but suffered from no such inhibi- 
tion. He, on the other hand, spoke far better Swahili than 
I — and yet I was often more voluble in this language than 
he. In this manner we sometimes found, when addressing a 
third party, that we were both talking about two entirely dif- 
ferent subjects. In East Africa this often resulted in getting 
things done a great deal quicker. In the Belgian Congo, when 
French came into play, we found we had to modify our ap- 
proach. 

The result was that our utterances quickly became a bril- 
liantly cunning concoction of Swahili, English, French, to- 
gether with a wealth of gesture and a word or two of German 




Wc often used bad language when this kind of thing hap- 
pened. . . . Dik Dik. 




Bad Language 


71 


to make the thing clear, so that there could be no possible room 
for misunderstanding. The only difficulty was that it was very 
seldom we met with either native or Belgian official sufficiently 
gifted to reply with similar case and clarity. This was a very 
great pity and generally seemed to involve our audiences in 
widespread and tiresome search for anyone who had a few 
words of English at his command. 

Time, however, is of little consequence in Africa, and, 
taking an overall picture of the many and complicated con- 
versations we had with a wide variety of obstinately uni-lingual 
peoples and tribes, we came to the conclusion that it was 
merely a matter of dogged perseverance for the white man, 
with his superior intellectual equipment, to win through. For 
anyone who, during this war, has witnessed the British Tommy 
or the American G.I. making himself abundantly clear to 
the inhabitants of strange and dark lands, this point is now 
adequately proven. 

I feel, however, that I do not have to stress the point that 
it was not always easy. For two parties devoid of a common 
language it is a relatively simple matter for the one to bring 
home to the other the fact that he is hungry, or thirsty, or 
merely lost, or, provided the facial muscles are elastic, that 
he wants to see a gorilla. In the same situation it is by no 
means so easy to explain the necessity for taking twenty small 
black boxes out into the deepest fote.st and hiding them in certain 
strategic thickets and for festooning the elephant trails with 
electric light bulbs and yards of black cotton. . . . Wc had, 
of course, a wide range of gestures that accotnpanied each per- 
formance, but even these were not always perfectly under- 
stood. The pygmies were particularly obtuse. 

I deplore the use of heavy sarcasm, but, in moments of 
frustration, I sometimes found myself wondering what on 
earth would have become of the primitive tribes of Central 
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Africa had not the white man come along with his culture, and 
inventive genius — and tireless perseverance. 

At one point we were very kindly offered the chance of 
employing one man as interpreter who, it was claimed, spoke 
fluent English. From what stock he sprang was never clear, 
for he appeared to combine a little of every stock, and his open- 
ing remarks led one to suspect that there was a monkey or two 
swinging about somewhere in his family tree. 

"How long have you lived here?” asked Gander. 

"I was here for seven days next week-^and after that I 
was for six years in Irumu ...” 

We smiled approvingly and after we had had a little more 
in like vein we decided that we preferred our own brand of 
Esperanto and the direct approach. 

It is perhaps worth mentioning at this juncture the slight 
technical embarrassment that confronts a traveler when he is 
writing or speaking of animals. Does he refer to a particular 
animal in the singular or the plural? Does one, in other words, 
go to the Congo aftet gorilla? or after gorillas? With most 
big game animals there is, as far as the literary side is concerned, 
no embarrassment. For some reason, it is fairly generally ac- 
cepted that one goes after lion, or tiger, or rhino — and you 
somehow cannot go out on safari after elephants in the plural. 
It all has to be, and is, singular. Yet on the other hand, you 
most certainly do not visit zoos to offer peanuts to elephant. So 
where are you? There may well be only one elephant in the 
zoo to accept your peanuts, yet he must be in the plural. Equally 
you may find yourself surrounded by scores of elephants in 
Congo forests and yet they have to be in the singular — and in 
this case it is more correct, and certainly more impressive to 
say, "I w'ent out after elephant.” 

But does one go after gorilla? or after gorillas? It is a 
nice point. I, personally, like to think of the eorilla as some- 
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thing very exceptional in the way of animals and so, in order 
to make him a little different from other forms of big game, 
I have decided to take a firm line and address him in the plural. 



The Hyrax is fepiitecl to be the Biblical Coney. At night- 
time in the forest he is responsible for very startling 
noises. 


Curiously enough his three toed feet prove him to be a rela 
tive of the Rhino. Hyrax 
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The drive across to the Congo from Nairobi was brim 
full of interest. With the many last minute things we found 
we had to do in Nairobi, and taking into consideration the 
absurdly high proportion of extremely attractive girls who 
did so like to be taken out dancing in the evenmg, we eventu- 
ally got away, more or less true to form, only a week behind 
the schedule we had set for ourselves. 

We found that the driver’s cabin of the lorry wa.s a great 
deal more comfortable and dustproof to ride in than the sta- 
tion wagon Ford, so Gander and I went ahead in the truck, 
followed by Njoki and Jepharia in the "B’wana’s” car, riding 
in style and looking and acting as though the whole expedi- 
tion was their aifair and their organization. Deceptive, I admit 
— but only up to a point. 

I have been to many lands since those days and h.ave 
travelled many thousands of miles, dressed rather uncon- 
vincingly as a soldier, but none so far has held the attention 
so faithfully, minute by minute almost, as did Africa. It i,s 
true, for my part anyway, that it is greatly difficult to travel 

Camouflage. Unless you know where to look the Hyrax is 
difficult to spot. 
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about Central Africa and not be interested all the time. There 
always seems to be something new to see, or to hear, or to 
search for - . . I suppose I have an advantage, I have what I 
might perhaps call a penchant for animals. I don’t know very 
much about them, but I just like them, I even draw animals 
in an indifferent and unflattering kind of way, and insist on 
publishing these drawings as children’s books — which the 
public, rightly, very largely ignores. 

When you drive, as we did, across a very large slice of 
Central Africa you can see any number of different kinds of 
animals. Even only a mile or two outside Nairobi you are 
liable to run into — literally, if you ate not careful — large 
herds of zebra and wildebeeste and other animals of the 
plains, and as like as not you may be lucky enough to see lion. 
Ostrich, baboon, bush pig, giraffe, and so on . . . they are all 
there . , , maybe not on the main road, but not far off . . . and 
you can often take quite impressive photographs without even 
getting out of the car. At night time it is sometimes even more 
spectacular — when you round a bend and there, suddenly, 
standing majestically in the glare of the headlights is something 
that you know perfectly well ought to be safely inside some 
'Zoo. The fir.st time I saw elephants at large, down at Namanga 
that was, it took me a little while to realize that it wasn’t pos- 
sible to stroll up and ingratiate oneself with peanuts. This feeling 
is far more pronounced when you are safely seated in a car 
than when prowling about on your own in a forest. 

I am well aware that I am laying myself wide open to the 
sternest criticism for taking ingenuousness just one step too 
far by making remarks like that — but it is a fact, I often found 
I had to pinch myself quite hard to realise that here were no 
bars or cages or enclosures — and that any amount of peanuts 
was no passport to popularity. 

The journey across was slow, as we were forever stopping 
the cars ro inspect this or that and to take photographs. I had 



Sometimes one can take quite good photographs without even 
getting out of the car. 



Difficult subjects to photograph. Locusts. 
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never seen a swarm of locusts before — far less driven a car like 
a juggernaut through one. I had never seen a lake pink with 
countless thousands of flamingoes, or a road black with count- 
less millions of hoppers, or a golf course where there was a 
local rule about picking out of hippo footprints without pen- 
alty, or the source of the Nile, or people walking about in the 
open in their birthday suits happily indifferent to clothing 
coupons, or a countryside which at one point appeared to be 
largely on fire, or such bad roads, or a thousand and one 
other things. The trees were new trees to me, so were the but- 
terflies, and the villages and the crops . . . and practically 
everything that you cared to look at. 

It would be a pleasure to inflict the reader with minute 
descriptions of all these things, and with one’s reactions to 
all this "newness,” but I will be reasonable — better men by 
far than I have done it all before, and the reader can easily be 
spared much of the wind that fills these sails. 

We took six days on that journey — driving more or less 
along the equator from east to west until we had crossed Kenya 
and Uganda and come to the frontier of the Belgian Congo. 
We .stayed in hotels and roadhouses on the way, which, although 
they are few and far between, were ail of them marvelously 
comfortable and whose hosts were invariably hospitable to a 
degree. It was not that these places were always without 
eccentricities — it is one of the delights of Kenya and Uganda 
that you constantly come acros,s people who allow full rein ro 
any slight eccentricities they may have. 

There was one man w'ho ran a hotel, miles from anywhere, 
who would accept you with every grace as a gue.st as long as 
you pulled up your car behind his hotel. If you pulled up in 
front of his place, wild horses wouldn’t make hint take you in. 
We were merely fortunate in choosing the back. 

There was, further on, a delightful lady who ran a very 
fine and efficient hotel in spite of a reed-buck called Mark, a 
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monkey that used a mirror and really chewed tobacco, two 
cranes that flew up and danced for their dinner, two dachshunds, 
various cats, one tame and two disrespectful parrots, and, 
somewhere or other, a husband. 

We finally came to the frontier at Kisoro where, in spite 
of our curious and dutiable cargo of equipment, we had an 
easy passage owing to a previous hard day’s work on the customs 
officials at Kampala. There followed the short no-man’s land 
and then the Belgian frontier. Here we had an equally easy 
passage due to letters of introduction from Brussels — for which 
I had to thank my very good friend, Johnny Wittouck. 

And so, eventually, we came to the strange new scenery of 
the Belgian Congo. 





CHAPTER VIII: VOLCANOES 



Our introduction to the Congo was scarcely encouraging. 
We arrived at the little hotel on the lakeshore of Kivu on the 
same evening as a party from the University at Johannesburg, 
but these people, students and professors, had met with a 
serious accident that day, A few miles back from the lake the 
road runs through a section of the forest at the foot of Mount 
Mikeno in which elephant can alway.s be found. We came to 
know it well ourscive.s later on when we moved in there and 
camped in the middle of it, and often found ourselvc.s living in 
close company with as many as two hundred elephants. But as 
we listened to the story this party had to tell that evening we 
began to look at one another sideways. 

It seems that the car in which the patty was travelling was 
a large eight-seater of American make. They had spotted some 
elephant quite close to the road and had stopped the car. and, 
which was a mistake, the engine as well — and were busy taking 
photographs. It was during this that one of the elephant-s took 
exception to their presence and charged the car. For some 
reason the engine refused to start up again. The occupants 
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tumbled out as fast as they could to run for cover — all save 
one. He was half out of the car when the elephant hit it. 
Its tusks went through the side panels and up through the roof, 
and it turned the big car right over on top of the last man who 
was half out of the far door. The elephant then proceeded to 
shove the overturned car around much as though it was an 
objectionable petrol can being kicked around by a small boy. 

It appears that eventually the elephant burnt its trunk on 
the hot exhaust manifold, for it dashed away suddenly and 
then, curiously enough, fell over and died. And there were the 
two corpses, one large car and one large elephant, separated 
only by some fifty yards. But underneath the former was a 
badly crushed professor with broken legs and a smashed pelvis. 

They got him out alive and brought him in to Goma — 
and did the best they could for him. We arrived just in time 
to help get him into the building. They made a makeshift 
stretcher out of a wooden door and pillows and all that night 
in the hotel the poor man screamed in agony as there was no 
morphia or other means to quell his pains. During the night 
two others of the party drove four hundred miles to Kampala 
to bring rescue. 

The next evening, miraculously it seemed, a plane arrived 
from Nairobi and made a precarious landing, and the injured 
man was flown to hospital. We heard later that he subse- 
quently recovered. 

It was a sobering night, that first night at Goma. 

It is difficult to describe the country in which we suddenly 
found ourselves. Before leaving England, I had read a number 
of books on this part of the world, including Carl Akeley, 
Martin Johnson and Attilio Gatti. I must perhaps have over- 
done the scepticism with which the town-dweller is apt to 
treat most travel books, and particularly those that deal with 
"My Encounters With Big Game,” for I still retained my 
school-boy conception of what Equatorial Africa, and cer- 
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tainly the very center of it, ought to look like. Before I went 
there I never properly realised that there were any mountains 
worth considering as mountains, let along volcanic mountains, 
in the middle of the dark continent — but I received a very 
considerable shock when I did eventually get there myself. 
Even after having seen Stromboli and Vesuvius and Etna on 
the way out, and compared their activities unfavourably with 
those of the sinister funnel of our ship, and even after having 
lived for some years on the edge of every kind of political vol- 
cano in England, I was still not prepared for the sight that 
greets one as one climbs to the top of the Kinaber Pass and 
looks for the first time into the Congo. 

There, spread out before one, is an impossibly dramatic 
panorama of a beautiful but utterly fantastic world. 

I find myself no longer a very attentive listener when some- 
one is extolling the beauties of Scotland or the South Downs — 
and claims that there is nothing finer in the world. True, there 
is nothing in the world quite the same as Scotland or the South 
Downs. England is always England, and, God help us, always 
will be. . . . But I should dearly love to own a private magic 
carpet on which to whisk the faithful and untravellcd patriot 
to scenes of wider scope — to a balcony in the Alpina Hotel 
in Miirren — to Wadi Rum in Arabia — to the Kinaber Pass in 
the Congo — to the Bella Coola Valley in British Columbia . . . 
quickly — just like that. . . . And, when we got back, I would 
be happy and interested to discuss Scotland and the South 
Downs until very early on in the morning , . . 

But right now I am in the Congo. The scenery suddenly 
seems to consist largely of volcanoe.s-— and "largely” is the 
only possible word, for the major peaks are somewhere just 
short of fifteen thousand feet — while the many minor ones 
have to be content with a paltry ten thousand or so. 

I don’t know e.xactly how many of these volcanoes there 
are in sight at one glance — but there arc at least nine out- 







Nynagonga and Nyamlagira. Looking across native culti- 
vation (shambas) in the foreground to two active vol- 
canoes. 
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standingly large ones. Some of these have had their day and 
arc extinct; others are grumbling and anxious to assert them- 
selves; and one or two arc busy being very active indeed. It was 
all rather disturbingly symbolical of the Kuropjc of 1937-.58 
that we had just left. 

Apart from the winding road, wliich is of fairly recent 
construction, a few native villagc.s, and here and there a blind- 
ing c.vample of the white man’s constructional ability, there is 
little el.se save forest and wild country. Set in the middle of this 
is the beautiful blue Lake Kivu. 

The reader may or may not remember a few years ago 
seeing a modest little paragraph in the newspapers which an- 
nounced, for those that were interested, that a volcano in 
Central Africa had erupted with some violence. It doesn’t 
matter — when it was pointed out to me by Gander at the time, 
I was far more interested in the social entries scrawled in my 
otvn diary — and only gave it the same fleeting attention that 
the Londoner u.sed to give to the major dissaster that occurred 
happily so far, far away. When, some two years later, I saw 
this volcano myself, it was a very different story. 

Nyamlagira, for that is this particular mountain’s name, 
is by no means one of the bigger or more ferociotus volcanoes - 
on the contrary, it is comparatively unassuming and retiring -- 
yet it has Iwen erupting fairly solidly ever since the day wlien 
it expli^ded, and, in its own quiet way, has done just as well, 
if not better, than Vesuvius did, even when the latter was at 
the top of its form. What is more, Nyamlagira did the same 
thing in 1912 — and will probably do it again -on the apparent 
basis of a violent eruption a couple of years before all Eiuroftean 
wars. It stands, this mountain, some fifteen to twenty miles 
back from the northern coast of Lake Kivu, but now it is con- 
nected to the lake by a stream of lava of its own making, some 
four to live miles wide. The little road that rounded one section 
of the edge of the lake now disappears under this vast stream 
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and is blocked and lost, together with countless square miles 
of forest and bush. 

When we saw it, this lava, still red hot, was constantly 
pouring into the lake and the clouds of steam that resulted could 
be seen from miles away. We clambered cautiously over the four 
to five mile width of this stream on the more or less solid 
upper crust of the lava until we came to the small native vil- 
lage of Sake, which miraculously escaped destruction and 
which is now completely cut off from Goma. There we got 
hold of a native canoe — an unconvincing craft that was simply 
a hollowed-out tree trunk — which balanced right way up in 
the water by faith alone, and paddled ourselves gingerly over 
to where the lava stream flowed into the lake. The sight and 
sound were worthy of one of Hollywood’s more expensive 
disasters. It was impossible to go closer than about one hundred 
yards, and even at that distance the lake water became so 
hot that it began to affect our canoe, and we had to return. 
They told us in Sake that when the lava first came rushing 
into the lake a great quantity of fish came rushing up to the 
surface, cooked and ready to serve ... a "Munchausen” that 
I can readily believe. 

The game warden of this area, a gentleman of some im- 
portance by the name of Colonel Hoier, who was later to be- 
come not only an enthusiastic helper to our cause, but also 
a very good friend, had the extraordinary experience of being 
actually down in the crater of Nyamlagira taking records when 
the mountain blew up. He lived to tell the tale because the 
eruption was of such intensity that it blew a hole right through 
the side of the mountain way down near the level of the plain, 
instead of taking the more normal and easier course, upwards, 
via Colonel Hoier. 

Next to Nyamlagira stands Ninagonga. 

They have attractive names these volcanoes . . . Nyamlagira, 
Ninagonga, Visoke, Mikeno, Karasimbi . . . and there is even 
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a cheek)/ little one called Hehu, which is inhabited by chim- 
panzees. Ninagonga, too, is in constantly angry mood. By day 
a great plume of smoke comes from the cone, and by night 
the sky reflects the glow from the fires raging in the crater. 
A constant check is kept on the level of the lava, inside the 
crater, which rises and falls many feet in accordance with 
Ninagonga’s temper. It is, I suppose, only a matter of time 
before this volcano imitates her neighbour — and, when that 
happens, the people of the little native villages of Goma and 
Kiseni on the edge of the lake will have to do some pretty 
quick thinking. . . . And whether they think quickly enough 
or not there will be just another modest little paragraph in 
"The Times.” 

The two volcanoes Mikeno and Karasimbi are extinct — 
but they are the two highest and in many ways ate more im- 
pressive than their adolescently bumptious neighbours. These 
two mighty mountains are joined together by a saddle at be- 
tween the ten and eleven thousand feet level at a place which 
is known as Kabara. When you stand up there on that broad 
ridge at Kabara, Mikeno towers over you on the one hand with 
its peak at fourteen thousand seven hundred, and Karasimbi 
on the other rises to the fifteen thousand foot mark. 

Kabara is a place of animals, and, dominating all the ani- 
mals that live and move in the tangled forest around Kabara, 
are gorillas. It was here at Kabara that Martin Johnson camped 
for most of his search after gorillas. It is a wonderful, mysteri- 
ous place — a beautiful fairy land, inhabited by almost every- 
thing but fairies. Martin Johnson apparently never ventured 
up Mount Mikeno. He called it "The Mountain Without a 
Top” — and that is nearly always apt, because Mikeno gen- 
erally hides its head in angry clouds. 

It is at Kabara that the most famous of the gorilla hunters, 
Carl Akeley, is buried. His grave is marked by a simple carved 
stone, surrounded by a split log fence. He loved this place 
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alarming little peeps at its topmost crags and pinnacles for, 

as I have said, it is almost continuously hidden in angry-looking 
clouds. 

When we were camped down at its foot trying for pic- 
tures of elephant I u.sed to regard thus fact as a great blessing, 
because we had already decided we were going to try to climb 
Mikeno, and every time I caught glimpses of the final summit 
it used to do horrible things to my stomach. 





CHAPTER IX: THE RED CARPET 






It was at about this time that I began to talk in my sleep. It 
was apparently mostly about animals. With one’s entire waking 
hours spent in looking for, thinking about, and talking about 
animals, I claim that it is not unreasonable that they should 
begin to invade one’s dreams. Gander used to tell me in the 
mornings what I had met overnight. My first encounter was 
with a lion — very close it was - -right tliere at the foot of the 
camp bed to be exact and Cj.inder followed my running com- 
mentary with intcrc.st. If I may be permitted to tise an un- 
grammatical zeugma, I appear, under the circumstances and 
the bedclothes, to have been quite reasonably brave. 

The business of the moment, however, was to find out 
how best to encounter a gorilla in one’s waking hours — with 
none of this nonsense at night. 

We had at first to drive around in the car for considerable 
distances to meet the game wardens to tvhom we had letters of in- 
troduction from Professor Van Straelen of the Natural History 
Museum in Brussels. The National Albert Park is not a place 
into which anyone may wander at will and get on with what- 
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ever business he has in mind. Without very special permis- 
sion, you may not even leave the few roads that pass through 
the area, or at best, the cross country tracks that are used 
in the lower lying regions of the Reserve for driving the keen 
(but not too keen) visitor around, so that he may return able to 
boast that he has seen a large selection of big game. 

We were most anxious not to be restricted to roads and 
tracks and, in order to obtain our permits, we had had to satisfy 
Brussels that our photographic methods would not be likely 
to lead to trouble, and that we would do nothing whatsoever to 
harm or disturb the animals. 

There was a time when the gorilla was in great danger of 
being exterminated. Prior to its protection hunters used to 
come from far and wide to shoot this greatest prize of them 
alL But now they have bred to sufficient extent to warrant 
survival, and it is only the scientifically minded or the inno- 
cently curious, who go out to look for them and study them, 
who are in any likelihood of extermination. Estimates have 
been made by various experts as to the exact numbers of gorillas 
alive in Central Africa — and they vary largely. One will say 
three hundred, another two thousand. In any case there is now 
no danger of the gorilla becoming extinct — unless it so hap- 
pens that one section of the gorilla tribe turns totalitarian and 
the apes repay Hitler with the sincerest form of flattery. An 
exact estimate of their numbers is, I think, impossible, for they 
live in very inaccessible and thick country and arc relatively 
seldom seen by anyone save the natives who live and have 
their shambas* in the neighbourhood of the Reserves. 

There arc three of these gorilla areas in the mountains of 
the Eastern Congo. One is the area around Luberu, north of 
Lake Kivu; another in the Tchibinda Hills south west of the 
lake; and the third, and probably the most important, on 


^ Gardens, or cultivated areas. 
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Mount Mikcno. I say this third one is the most important 
because it is the most strictly reserved and certainly the most 
interesting* No one is allowed on Mount Mikcno at all with- 
out the most complicated scries of permits and papers- In 
none of these three Reserves is one allowed to carry a rifle, and 
this was all part of our contract with the authorities in Hrus- 
scls, for to kill, or be killed by a gorilla are crimes without 
parallel to the Belgian Governmenr. Tlie penalties arc very 
severe, and in one case, of course, automatic. To be killed by 
a gorilla, the verdict is that it was your own fault for being 
there — and that you went there fully aware that gorillas are 
apt to resent the presence of anything masquerading, however 
well, as one of them. 

There were moments when I thought our contract a little 
one-sided and when I should have been happier had a repre- 
sentative gorilla been a co-signatory to the same agreement. 

The two main officials to whom we had to present ourselves 
were Colonel Hoier, who lived at Romangabo, and Com- 
mandant Hubert, his second-in-command, who was based at 
Ruindi Camp. We went to them, armed with our impressive 
letters from Brussels, and we expected the red carpet to be 
laid for us. The reaction we got, however, was one of surprise 
welcome and very friendly hospitality, but so far as any per- 
mits were concerned they knew nothing at all ahouc us wliat- 
soever and, quite frankly, there was nothing doing. ... In 
otlier words, no letter had come to them from Brussels and, 
whereas they regretted infxniment^ there was absolutely rien d 
faire. 

There followed a few days of confusion and CtiblcwS and 
misunderstandings, during which we did our best to convince 
these two that all was really in order, and that something very 
African must have happened to Van Straelen^s letter. Colonel 
Hoier, I am sure, was happy about our integrity and would, 
I think, have allowed us to continue with our plans, letter or 
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no letter — but not so le brave Commandant Hubert. His was 
a volatile and flamboyant character and he was proud and 
jealous of his domain, and, with no letter, he would certainly 
not allow us anywhere on our own. 

Hubert was renowned throughout the area for his temerity 
with the animals. He had the reputation for stopping the 
charging lion with a word of command and the power of the 
human eye and all that ... I must say Hubert had quite an 
eye . . , and he took great delight in showing us endless rather 
blurred photographs, almost every second one of which showed 
some animal or other charging Hubert — yet here was le brave 
Commandant showing them to us himself, so something must 
have happened. . . . He was an interesting character and he 
knew his animals well. After he had taken us on a Cook’s tour 
of the place I began to suspect that the reverse was also true 
and that some of the animals also knew Hubert very well in- 
deed. . . . There was one lion that . . . well, never mind. 

That Cook’s tour was one of the least fortunate experiences 
we had in Africa and was typical of what can happen to 
a beautiful place the moment that its guardian becomes in- 
fected with the disease and desire to impress the visitor. 

We were taken by Hubert in our own car, which he in- 
sisted on driving himself as we would certainly have proved 
unsafe, and we were told that on no account were we to get 
out of the car at any time. We began to suspect a "build-up.” 
The ensuing ride proved infinitely more dangerous than a ses- 
sion with a rogue elephant ever could have been. With the car 
making a din like an oncoming express, we were plunged and 
bumped and whirled across country, at far too many miles an 
hour for safety or the springs, through, over, and under marsh, 
tussock, bush, and plain. . . . Three times we went into uncon- 
trolled broadside skids and all but turned over, and once 
Gander was thrown clean out of the car. The Ford, every- 
thing and everybody, was covered from top to bottom with 
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mud and we were bodi scared stiff by the vehicle which, for 
our own safety, we were not allowed to leave! Wc would 
gladly have walked home on foot. We advanced on various 
animals at a rate of knots, in what I imagine was supposed 
to be spcctactilar fashion - and the animals, very wivSely, de- 
clined to hang around. 

It was an incredibly stupid ami un.scienrific performance, 
which was a very great pity, hecniise the npfifn-tunities for 
photograpliy (without a car) were on every hand. Wc saw 
buffalo, lion, hippo, elephant, and many ocher animals, and, had 
wc been allowed two or three days to approach the various 
problems with a little thought and care, we could have had 
some wonderful results. 

We returned from that Cook’^s tour depressed and unim- 
pressed with le brave Commandant’s methods. I like to think 
that perhaps he was having one of his off days. 

A couple of days after this the situation became easier 
as the long-lost letter from Brussels was found to have arrived 
two months previously and to have remained unnoticed by 
anyone concerned — and at last the red carpet was ours, . . . 
From now on we had permission to leave tlje car and go 
wherever wc wished. . • • 

Colonel I loicr was a very dilfercnt personality. He had 
none of the dash and flamhoyance of E {iibert and was, if any- 
thing, inclined to be shy and retiring, but lie was extremely 
efficient and knowledgeable about the flora and fauna of the 
Congo and went a long way out of his way to be helpful and 
encouraging to us and our schemes. Whereas with Hubert 
wc could not help feeling, however little it was intended, that 
our efforts were really rather laughable and that our freedom 
of movement w'as slightly resented, to visit Colonel Hoier in 
his little wooden house at Romangabo, or to Iiave him come 
and stay with us in camp, was a very real pleasure* 



On the Ruindi Plains. Buffai-O 
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Colonel Hoier advised us to go to Lubcrii for gorilla. He 
told us the natives in that area were more intelligent and help- 
ful than in the Tchibinda Hills, Professor van Straelen in 
Brussels had advised us to go to the latter as the gorillas had 
been completely undisturbed in that area, whereas at Luberu 
they had been illegally shot up on one or two occasions an<l 
were consequently wilder. Wc put this to I loier but he was 
of the opinion that there were so many gorillas at l.ubcru that 
it didn’t matter very much and that with our system it was 
unlikely we would get into trouble, Wc ourselves wanted to 
go to Mount Mikeno, because there were many other animals 
there besides gorillas. So. in the end wc decided to make a 
round trip and go to all three places . , , and in between these 
visits we planned to get going with the cameras on various 
lesser animals, 

^ ^ ^ 




i 







CHAPTER X: NIGHT TIME 



I realise now that it is the responsibility of the author 
of a travel book about Big Game to provide the reader with 
breath-taking descriptions of appalling danger. All the best- 
selling books on Africa have these on every other page and it 
is a constant surprise to the reader that the author has some- 
how maintained life and limb. When I was in Africa I never 
thought of things in quite this light. I’m afraid I was wholly 
engaged, much a.s I am in Piccadilly or Broadway, with the 
thought of how best to avoid unfortunate clashes with things 
bigger than myself. In the interest of royalties I ought really 
to have been eaten by a lion or something. 

My safety precautions appear, from my diary, to have been 
less successful at night, .so, in order to make this book more 
exciting,. I must be permitted every now and again to recount 
my dreams. It seems that one night I sat up in my sleeping 
bag and suddenly woke Gander with the following definite 
statement. 

*'It’,s a tiger! My God' — it’s a tiger!” 

To which Gander, wlio wa.s awake, replied quire reasonably 
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that it couKin’c be because thecc weren’t any tigers in Africa- 
t5iirn they never .so l)right, in these forests of the night it couldn’t 
be a tiger. . . . 

Hut it H'its a tiger - and this reply brought forth the rather 
•slieepish answer from me. 

"I know , , , I’m tuvake . . . it'.s all right ... I can see it’s on 
a string. ...” 

lixcitenu'nt, of course, was not limited to dreams for there 
were plenty of times when Africa provided quite adequate 
thrills for both of us. As things are, with nothing hair-raising 
to describe, I chink the best thing I can do is to take the reader 
up a tree, and, if I am at all successful, perhaps to convey 
to him something of the beauty and mystery and magic of an 
African night. 

First we need a tree — ^jusc one tree out of the many millions 
in the forests. Then we need a large full moon because we 
need to be able to see what is going on around us. Thirdly 
we need animals, . . . All these things are fortunately very easy 
to find. And lastly we have to forget what we have just been 
doing, and wh.-it wc are just going to do, and live only in terms 
of the present. Ap.art from this generally being a good thing 
in any case, it is a very easy thing to do in the forests, for the 
present i.s far too fa.scinating to miss. 

If one is going to be out all night, and if, as in this in- 
.scance, a spot where there are a great number of elephants at 
large ha.s been chosen, the first thing — as always — is to con- 
sider the safety angle. 

VC'e had been working in this particular area for about a 
fortnight and we had had a comparatively large number of sue* 
ces-ses with our cameras. We decided that we wanted to stay 
out a whole night through because it was obvious that 
a great deal of activity was suddenly taking place. The 
whole aspect of our camera area had suddenly changed 
overnight and hundred of trees and bushes had been pulled 
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down and wrecked. Many new paths h.ad been matJe every- 
where, showing tnasse.s of fresh elephant spoor and droppings. 
Fortunately this time no cameras had liecn knocked down, 
alchough several of the trip-wire stakes themselves were snapped 
and broken, and, in one .sector, seven out of eight catneras set 
about two miles away from camp had taken pictures overnight. 

It took a full day’s work to repair the damage and to reset 
the cameras and to find and prepare a suitable place in a suit- 
able tree where wc could spend the next night. We liad to work 
quickly and quietly because we were conscious of considerable 
movement going on not far away from us — and on one occasion 
wc had to run very fast. 

We were lucky in finding an ideal tree right in the center of 
our camera trap area. Some six feet off the ground the tree 
branched up into three separate trunks which made it compara- 
tively easy to wedge a sort of rough platform in between these 
trunks at a height of about twenty feet above ground. One must 
build at least as high as that because an elephant, with its 
very considerable height, using its trunk over and above that 
— and possibly also it.s forelegs on the trunk of the tree — 
can reach up a very long way. You have to take all this into 
consideration because if you happen to provoke an African 
elephant- and they arc very liable to take e,\ception to the 
most unreasonable things — events (?egin to happen very quickly. 
For example your mere scent, fortunately, so imnoticcable to 
those near and dear to you (save in the tabloid press adver- 
tisements) , comes across to the .sensitive elephant like a dose 
of mustard gas. When this happens he is just as likely as not 
to decide to wi{)c you off the face of the earth without further 
delay. You never can tell with elephants and they are, with- 
out any doubt, high up on the list of dangerous animals. Once 
an elephant has made this decision, since men cannot run as 
fast as he can, the only hope is to get as fast as possible as higii 
as possible up the strongest tree you can find — and twenty feer 
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Eriiiijpcting, closer chis time, and more crashing — and then 
nothing for quite a while. 

If we had not both been watching the tight spot we would 
never have seen the first elephant appear. The .silence with 
which that great bulk approached was uncanny — and terribly 
impressive, f le stole unconcernedly out of .some bushes about 
eighty yards away, crossed right in front of us without making 
a sound, and walked silently into the shadows of another clump 
of bushes. It was as strange as looking at an old silent film. 

Then, quite suddenly it seemed, with at least half an hour 
of daylight to go, there were elephants all around us. The show 
svas on — and we had come the right night. From out of a 
tangle of undergrowth a few yards from us there suddenly 
appeared the eerie spectacle of a black sinuous trunk, 
waving vaguely in the air — and then the leaves and creepers 
parted and everything went prehistoric with the appearance of 
a pair of enormous tusks and a great head and monstrous 
flapping ears. And there was an elephant — close enough to 
hear him breathing . , . then another, and another , . . and then 
I knew' the difference between a forest and a jungle. 

From all around now there came sounds of crasKings 
.ind of bu.she.s being uprooted by other unseen elephants — and 
there, in front rif us, five elephants — rather larger than life 
they .seemed. 

These five were quieter than the rest — vaguely conscious 
of something strange in their midst — often staring for long 
periods in the direction of our platform. We stayed as still as 
stone. 

Then suddenly a puff of evening air gave one of them out 
wind. . . . Wheeling with surprising agility, he dashed off back 
into the undergrowth, cvinfirming the half-formed suspicions 
of three others. I never thought elephants could, ot would, 
move so quickly - and I was glad I was up in a large tree. 




A great head and a pair of tusks. . . . . ,,4, 

Ntrte; This picture is of special interest The dark pateh 
chat shows behind the eye of this Bull hlephant is a dis- 
charge from a small gland. When tins gland operates 
tlic anitnal is in tut- 
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We were left with one big fellow who couldii^t quite 
make iip bis mind. I ie stoovj facing us, cars and trunk upraised 
to caccli the stnaUesc sound or the faintest smell, for w'hac 
semcil a very long time. Me was never quite convinced that 
anycltinx^^ was wrong or cjuite certain time everything was 
right and wlien eventually he moved, he moved very slowly, 
hesitacutg at every cautious step to think again. 

Breathlessly, we watched him going closer and closer, step 
by step, Co wlwTC we knew^ there was a black cotton and a 
liidden camera- ... It ^vas a completely fascinating performance, 
. , . After interminable halts and decisions as to a variety of 
routes — it happened- - , . Night had almost fallen as he touched 
the trip-wire with his great broad forehead — a blinding flash, a 
terrified and terrifying squeal, a wild retreat and stampede into 
some bushes, and then dead silence. It all happened so close I 
even heard the tiny familiar click made by the shutter and I 
knew that a picture had been taken. An elephant had seen the 
light. He stood for hours in that clump of bushes trying to 
pu:^z{e it all out - a very astonished animal — and when eventu- 
ally he went, I never heard him go. 

And then it w'as night and the glowworms came out with 
their i)wn flashlights. 

Vov a long time we lay and listened. There was plenty to 
listen to. Several elephants were down there in the water hole, 
blowing, snorting, gurgling, and generally making those sort 
of intitnate noises that one usually reserves for moments of 
privacy — and the rest were crashing about happily somewhere 
in the neighbourhood. 

And after a little, as the moon was not yet up, we must 
have dtmxl otF to the st>und of mighty wMshitigs and the 
noises of the crickets. I remember one particular cricket, just 
overhead, which kept up a consistent high pitched whine, simi- 
lar to the sound one hears in an electric power station. 
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Wicliin a very sij<jrt while wc were both awakened by 
sounds, very liccle sounds, coming from direccly below our 
uve. I^^etring over the edge of the platform I saw the huge grey 
shape of an elepliant standing right below us his back only 
aliout ten feet boliw. He was qiiietlv examining various bits 
4)f ivoi>d we had rut during the l>uilding of our platform — 
picking up this and tluar with his trunk and then letting it fall 
again. { iad 1 been Johnny Weismuller or Tarzati, or even 
Sabu, it would have been the easiest thing in the world to 
slip over the edge and drop down onto that broad back. , . . 
But as it was, I was only me, and I stayed wliere I was. 

Later in the night, when the moon had risen, I again became 
conscious of small sounds. It was a bright moon and one could 
sec quite well, and after a little I spotted what it was that 
was making the noises. In a tree, not thirty yards aw'ay, I could 
see small shapes scuttling up the trunk and out along the 
branches. Ah, thought I, monkeys , , • and I settled down to 
wMteh them. 

I was leaning on one elbow with my face not twelve inches 
from one of the three trunks of our tree . . . and as I watched 
there suddenlv took place one t>f the most terrifying things 
tliat has ever happonwl to tne, I don’t much mind frightening 
things that have an explanation, but things that happen sud- 
denly without explanation are horrid, 

bVotn the fop of the tree I was watching, a small black 
square detached itself from a high branch and came at me. And 

as it cante through the air sailing wicrJly througli the forest, 

the l>lack square grew larger anil larger. F'or one wild moment 
1 chmtght F w as dreaming again and that Gander w'ould merely 
luive some ihhv phantasy to report to me in the morning — 
but Ganvier was sleeping. . . . And then, Fm afraid, panic 
sec in. Witli the thing only about six yards aw’ay and coming, 
bigger and f'iggtJr, straight at my face — I ducked and covered 
my head with mv arms, * . , Frightful thoughts raced through 
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my Jnind of monster bats and Dractila and strange unknown 
things— -and I remember expecting at any moment to be hit 
and enveloped in something cold and clammy. It was a very 
poor moment. 

As it was ... all that happened was that I heard a light 
tap on the tree trunk right l)c.stde my head a sctiflle of feet, 
and then nothing more. . . . Cautiously I uncovered iny head 
from my arms anti looked up . . . and there, within arm’s reach 
was an animal looking at me. I"or about five seconds we looked at 
one another in wild astonishment and then there was a scuttle 
and a scurry and it went off the tree like a flash of lightning. 

Slowly it dawned on me what I was witnessing. 

I woke Gander and for the next hour we were entertained 
to a perfect midnight matinee — a moonlight circus performance 
— with flying fo.xes all around us, gliding miraculously from 
tree to tree — using our’s as a sort of central trapeze so that 
we had the most perfect view. 

There were about seven large trees, including our own, 
that formed the arena and about si.v fo.xes did the round of 
these trees. Scuttling straight to the top of one they would 
run out to the end of the high branches, pause, and then launch 
themselves into the air. With all four legs widespread and 
tail spread out, with the skin webbing between f<ire and hind 
legs stretched taut to form a .square .sail (about eiglitccn to 
twenty inches square ) they would come planing down in a long 
swooping glide to end with perfect timing, in a slight upward 
stall, on the trunk of another tree about fifteen to twenty-five 
feet above the ground. Then they would scuttle to the top 
of that tree and launch thcmsclve.s oil to the next - and so on, 
endlessly — all around us. 

Flights would vary from about fifty to two hundred and 
fifty feet in length, and perhaps more. Six times they landed 
on our tree, right by our faces, and they appeared quite un- 
perturbed by our presence. Once I had overcome my initial 
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fright, which was considerable, we set abouc trying co ralcc a 
picture of them in the air coming towards us. We failed to 
get them actually in the air as it was too dark to see anything 
through the small Lcica viewfinders, but I did succeed in get- 
ting one on the tree trunk right over my head just as it had 
landed. 

And so, for about an hour, wc had the most beautiful 
and perfect view of these animals, and we must have seen 
about fifty to seventy flights- It was only the next day that 
Colonel Hoicr told us how very lucky wc were to have seen 
what we did sec. In all hi.s time in the Congo he had only seen 
flying foxes once — and he never knew they were noctural as well 
as diurnal. 

But I still wish the first one hadn't flown straight at me. 

Later in the night there was a low snarl ... a soft loping 
pitter patter of padded feet passing below the tree at a gentle 
trot. . . • Peering down I saw a grey shadow passing between 
the bushes — another low growl ... and the next morning there 
was leopard spoor below the tree. 

I watched the light come back to the forest at dawn. Bush 
buck were making their curious dog-like bark quite close and 
the flying foxes came out again to play. 

At eight o’clock Njoki and the boys came back and it was 
all over. . , . 

That morning I wrote in my diary. . . . ’'f-ast night com- 
bined ail things — beauty and mystery and magic, and cxcice- 
meut and fcar—and it was, I chink, about as close as one can 
reasonably get to the animals and to the forest. We were part 
of that world. I shall never forget it. It was quite perfect.” 

* * * 




CHAPTER XI : THE ANTS 



During our various travels about the countryside to dis- 
cover all tve could on the subject of gorillas, Gander and I 
took time out at Rwindi Camp in the hope of entangling a 
giant forest hog in our trip wires. 

The Rwindi-Rutshuru section of the Park is mostly plains 
country which stretches cast up to the frontier of Uganda 
and which, to the ivest rises to a mere six thousand five hundred 
feet. Nevertheless, although it cannot cornp.ire with the Vol- 
cano country, it i.s, true to Congo form, dramatic enougli in 
one way or another. I'hc Riicshiiru and Rwindi Rivers together 
with seven hot springs at May-ya-Moto, most of which are 
actually boiling, provide plenty in the way of interest. On 
the plains, amid the Euphorbia and Thorn bushes, there are 
large herds of antelope and buffalo and elephant with a gen- 
erous sprinkling of lion and other carnivora to ensure, according 
to the Laws of the Wild, that the numbers of the herds of 
antelope do not get out of hand. On the mud banks of the 
Rutshuru River the hippos are so thick they practically lie on 
top of one another. 
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We went to work oh the giant forest hog down by the 
banks of the Rivindi River which flowed, not far away from 
camp, along down into Lake Edward. It was a hot, dusty and 
dismal place in which to do our work — and there was a mass 
of insect life and crawling things that was forever swarming 
up our legs, making light of the barriers of short.s and pants, 
and biting us in delicate places. There were also plenty of 
larger .uiimals down there in the bush and in the reeds by 
the river bank, but spoor was much harder to interpret on the 
hard and dusty tnud-caked ground. On several occasions we 
found ourselves cornered by elephants that had wandered into 
our midst and we had to down tools hurriedly and, leaving our 
cameras unset, moved out by any back door left open to us. 

We lived during this period in one of the several bandas'®^ 
provided for visitors to Rwindi Camp itself, and every night 
we went to sleep, as be.st we could, to the sounds of lions 
roaring and hyenas howling quite close by. One night we were 
turned out of our banda by an avalanche of ants that suddenly 
descended on us. Safari ants go straight across country and will 
brook no obstacle. Our banda was apparently dead on this 
particular expedition’s compass course, and so they went through 
it and ov'er it and round it and under it. We woke up at about 
midnight to find ants everywhere — in the roof, on the floor, 
all over the mosquito nets, in the beds, and even in the clothing 
inside our luggage. We woke up Njoko ivho was sleeping in 
the car outside and for about twenty minutes three of us car- 
ried on an uneven battle with fifty million ants. I have never 
seen .such fixity of purjxase — tho.se ants were going somewhere 
and, whether this hut wa.s in the way or not, they were on 
their way and that was that. Heaven knows hosv many we 
killed with flit gun.s and fly swatters and practically any other 

'* Round. K(tlivc‘typc mud huts with conical straW'thatched 
roofs. 
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weapon chat cainc t'o hand, but in the end the tide of ants 
was too much for us and we had to abandon home and shelter, 
and everything in it, until the following day. 

So we had the two ends of the scale — in the daytime we 
were subject t(» eviction from our area by elephants and in the 
ttiglit-titnc we were lialilc to [)e turned out of our hut by ants. 

What with one thing and another, the ants, the elephants, 
the sultry heat, the lions and hyenas and several sleepless 
nights, centibined u'ith trying to do delicate work with black 
cotton in the boiling heat of the noon-day sun, we soon became 
more than merely tired. It was one of those times when, no 
matter how hard you try, things never seem to go right. Two 
tired people, setting cameras together, soon found they were 
working slower than usual, and they tended to become impa- 
tient and disbelieving of one another’s efficiency. The effect 
it had on me was that I became very pompous and intolerant 
and I was firmly convinced that unless I did everything myself, 
nothing at all would ever get done properly. It is unfortunate 
that whenever I get pompous and intolerant I nearly always 
make an ass of myself. This time it took the form of telling 
Gander how hopelessly clumsy he was being and then blunder- 
ing in quick succession into three trip-wires and taking three 
unneces.sary pictures of myself. The performance seemed to 
give great pleasure to Gander and Njoki. 

I did my best to curb my impatience by day, but the trouble 
was that notliing could stop me talking in my sleep. . . . For 
wh.'tt it is w<irrh, and I don't know how much to believe him, 
Gander told me one morning — following on a poor night’s 
rest and a trying day- -that I had delivered my.self of yet 
anv>ther noctural monologue. This time it was, "It’s a pig!” 
Pause- -and grumbling — then, urgently. , . , "It’s a pig in the 
path!” Long pause- more grumbling — then, in very dis- 
gruntled rone.s . . . "Hell, Gander — 1 could have taken ten 
pictures by now. ...” 
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But one was always at a disadvantage with Gander if one 
became pompous and impatient. He would just look at you 
and laugh, and you would find he was enjoying it all immensely 
— and, however hard you tried, it was damned hard to carry 
on being pompous. 

Wc had some wonderful sessions with our old friends, the 
hippos. One day, when the elephants had liecn quite firm 
about our camera area, wc went down to the banks of the 
Rutshuru River and wandered about with cameras on our own. 
It was the most tropical-looking river I had yet seen, fairly 
fast flowing and fringed with palms, winding its way through 
the most lovely setting. Hippos were to be seen pretty well 
everywhere one looked. We stalked up one one sun-bathing 
party of about twelve until we were very close and we spent 
about twenty minutes watching them and taking photographs. 
They are lovely impossible-looking animals, hippos, so con- 
tented and peaceful — until they suddenly stand up and stare 
straight at you. 

I got up to within a few yards of one that was lying in 
the water. I took a photograph. He heard the click of the 
shutter and looked round. I took another photograph. He crash 
dived and I wasn’t quick enough to get him doing so. 

Further along we saw and counteil thirty-three hippos lying 
out on a mud bank. Some were lounging around in deflated 
collapsed attitudes, like people in clubs, right out on the banks: 
others were half in and half out of the water, like people at 
Blackpool and Coney Island, lying higgledy-piggledy in amo- 
rous little groups more-or-less one on top of the next, all very 
sleepy and contented; and one or two lay out in the water, like 
Colonel Blimp at the baths, almost totally .stibmcrgcd, just 
letting the river go by and occa,sionally lifting a nostril or two 
out to blow a bit. The whole scene represented a very rea.son- 
able attitude towards life, and it made me alrnast rvant to go 
down and join in with them. 
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In the Abcrdace Mountains our main difficulties with 
the cameras had been wind and rain and monkeys and bloody- 
minded partridges. Here at Rwindi they were heat, elephants, 
ant.s, beetles, and me. There was seldom a day passed without 
elephants either preventing us reaching our cameras at all or 
else blundering into trip-wires set for more reasonably sized 
animals. Ants and beetles were forever swarming into and 
round the cameras. The former somehow generally managed 
to short the batteries and were very apt to lay eggs and gubbins 
all over the works. The latter seemed to appreciate an ap- 
parently succulent, but essential, piece of wood we used inside 
the synchroniser. 

However, in spite of everything, we had our reward. When 
the negatives taken at Rwindi had been flown back to Nairobi 
from Kampala and developed, "Weary” Wood sent us a 
cable congratulating us on three really good pictures of giant 
forest hog. 

Here again I believe I am right in saying that these were 
the first successful pictures ever to be taken of this animal at 
large. As with the Bongo, we had been lucky again. 





And we guc him again by niglu. Giant Foui-sr Hog 



CHAPTER XII: THE PROBLEM 



Before leaving England we had read pretty well all we 
could find on the subject of gorillas — and we had imagined 
a great deal more. Ever since we had been in Africa, and par- 
ticularly in the Congo, we had questioned everyone, black, 
white, and khaki, who had any claim at all to any knowledge, 
however expert or slight, of the Great Ape and his habits. As 
soon as we got to the Congo, we found that most of our arm- 
chair information was considered speculative rather than hard 
fact. And yet the longer we stayed in the Congo ami listened 
to the I-know-what-rm-talking-about-because-rve-seen-it-hap- 
pen people who lived there, we found that each new bit of 
information conflicted with the last. 

After about a inontli, among other things, we had col- 
lected the follow’ing information; - 

1. That gorillas arc very difficult to locate and find. 

2. That gorillas are all too easy to locate and find. 

3. That gorillas never follow game trails through the 
forests. 

4. That gorillas always follow game trails through the 
forests. 
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5, That gorillas never sleep twice in the same place. 

(i. That gorillas often, sleep in the same place. 

7. That gorillas often raid the native shambas for maize 
etc. 

8. 'rhat they do no such thing. 

y. That they are very aggressive and charge at sight. 

10. rhat they are scared to hell of man and run away im- 
mediately. 

11. That they frequently climb trees. 

12. That they never climb trees. 

13. That you can drive gorillas. 

14. That you can’t. 

And a whole lot more in like vein. . . . There are entire 
pages of my diary giving similar facts. Every time we got in- 
formation from the natives and the pygmies they contradicted 
themselves over and over again. Whereas with Africans this 
is nothing very new, and is certainly not restricted to the 
subject of gorillas alone, we nevertheless came to the con- 
clusion eventually, rightly I think, that nothing very much is 
known about the gorilla and his behaviour, and that the sooner 
we got one or two facts, straight from the gorilla’s mouth, the 
better. 

We sub.sequently had .several encounters with gorillas and 
it dkl not take us very long to realise the magnitude of the 
pri>l>lem we had .set ourselves. Gorillas are not easy animals to 
photograph. 

I should hate anyone to consider the following observations 
on these animals in any scientific light. It ought by this time 
in any c.isc to he quite clear to the reader that we were not two 
scientists. 

To begin with the gorilla is a very large animal, and, even 
if one supfHascs him not aggressive, he is at least well capable 
of being so. I he big grey-back male can run to as much as 
four hundred |>ounds in weight, and his size and strength when 
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in his prime arc more than itnpressivc. , . . When he stands up- 
right, which he very rarely does (and generally it is cither only 
to get a better view or to beat his chest) he readies six feet, and 
with arms spread wide he can stretch nine feet from finger- 
tip to finger tip. He measures about a yard across the shoulders 
and better than two yards round the chest, and his biceps and 
forearms arc sufficiently strong for him to be able to break 
a heavy rifle in two without bothering to use a knee to help. 

All this makes him quite a customer. 

But surely, so runs the argument in one’s head, even in 
view of all these things, it is better to be confronted by a 
gorilla than by anything so huge and powerful as an elephant? 
Maybe it is — maybe an elephant can be more dangerous. . . . But 
the fascinating and frightening thing about going after gorillas 
is that here you are confronting yourself with something that is 
not only immensely strong and unpredictable, but also w'ith 
something that is built in much the same form as a human 
being — and that you and he may et'en have come from the 
same original mould. It is this that gives one an uncanny feeling 
down the spine as you struggle around in those fantastic- 
forests — that here, all around you, are things tlnat arc danger- 
ous and strange, and yet that there is possibly only some tiny, 
unknown, missing thread between you and those things, pre- 
venting mutual comprehension. 

I see I keep laying myself open to criticism, and even ribald 
jokes — but I do it deliberately. . . . You cannot have these 
feelings and sensations in zoos, but out in the forests, con- 
fronted by a family of gorillas; mother, father and the children, 
you very definitely can. I had the feeling over and over ag.iin 
that here was something one ought to be able to understand 
. . . that here were things that possibly, way back in the mists 
of prehistoric time, we may well have been able to understand 
. . . that here was a case of one thing taking to one way of 
life and a similar thing taking to another, resulting in a wide 
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gulf forming between the two — and, upon my word, I don’t 
know which one of us was really the better chooser. 

Of the two, man and gorilla, the latter is certainly the 
more peaceful. He lives a simple life in a beautiful and end- 
lessly productive world. He can, and does, live in apparently 
complete harmony with elephant and buffalo and lion and he 
harms none of the other weaker neighbours in the forest world. 
And . . . Oh, well ... I hesitate to take the matter further. 

And yet, when you look for gorillas you cannot help bur 
have this strange uncanny fear of the nearly comprehensible 
unknown — you get it the first time yovt see the imprint of a 
huge hand in the mud. Human or sub-human the gorilla is in 
a different class. He is not like other animals. He is somehow 
a vagrant savage — a kind of Meanderthal man if you like. . . . 

But so far as we and our cameras were concerned, the 
difficulties were immense. The forests were thick and tangled 
and dark, and the only places where there was space for "depth” 
to a photograph were in the trails made by elephant and buffalo. 
All the other animals regularly make use of these trails, but 
it is only very rarely that the gorilla bothers about them at all. 

The gorillas travel about the forests in bands — each band 
generally a family. They wander where they will, without any 
apparent plan, feeding as they go on bamboo shoots and wild 
celery, and they seldom spend more than a day in any one 
given area. As the forests are almost endless, and the supply 
of celery e.xtremely plentiful, it is often very difficult to locate 
these family bands at all, and next to impossible to predict 
the direction of their future movements. Furthermore, being a 
vegetarian, he will not come, as will the leopard and the lion, 
to a kill. 

Unlike vou and me, who have to follow game trails, or 
else spend hours hacking our way with pangas yard by yard 
thrtiugh the forests, the gorilla has no such difficulty. He sel- 
dom, if ever, follows any track and his great strength and 






GoRn.i.A Bed* A typical **nest” made by a gorilla — showing 
fresh droppings 
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shaggy coat allow him to push his way quite easily through 
stuff that appears impenetrable. 

He and his family v/ill go to considerable trouble each 
evening to building themselves comfortable beds in the shape 
of great round nests, but it is of little use to hang around a 
group of these nests for they practically never use the same beds 
two nights running. 

True he docs go down quite often to raid the native shambas 
but at the edge of the forests there arc many of these "gatalens’* 
and there is no knowing when he will come, or where. . . . The 
gorilla is the vagabond par excellence — the happy wanderer 
with nothing to fear and nothing to lose. But you can find him 
and his family — quite easily sometimes. The only snag is that 
he will not wait around for you to do complicated things with 
cameras and trip-wires. 

Generally speaking a gorilla will not, unlike certain other 
animals, attack a man without some kind of provocation. He 
has to be surprised or disturbed or driven before he will charge. 
But then he will charge. . . . There are some people who hold 
that his first one or two charges are bluff, in the hope of scaring 
you away, and although we witnc.ssed this maneuver, I was 
never too certain that each charge was not going to develop 
into the real thing. . . . And if and when the real thing docs 
occur, you need a heavy rifle in your hands. 

And yet, to approach one of these g<irilla bands, or to 
study them, let alone to take photographs of them, involves 
disturbing them. When you approacli, tlieir first instinct is to 
retire in the opposite direction; when you follow them up, their 
second reaction is generally to show, in very easily understood 
terms, that they don’t approve of being followed; if you per- 
sist, they cope with the matter. 

On top of all this there was, as I h.ave already explained, 
our solemn undertaking with Brussels neither to kill nor be 
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killed by a gorilla, and to undertake no action that would be 
liable to lead to either. 

I suppose it would be a relatively easy matter to advance 
right up to a gorilla with two fully armed Commandos, one on 
either side of you with Tommy guns, and to take its photograph 
with a flashlight press camera just before or during the in- 
evitable charge. But it would hardly be a natural photograph of 
a gorilla at large. It would be a picture of an extremely angry 
gorilla just about to die. And furthermore there would prob- 
ably be a mass of tangled foliage and undergrowth between 
the lens and the gorilla. 

After we had been to Luberu and Tchibinda and Mikeno 
and had investigated all three gorilla areas, Gander and I be- 
gan to wonder whether, failing some blind fluke, forty men 
with four hundred cameras and four thousand miles of black 
cotton might not be more to the point. 

Meanwhile, visiting these various and widely spaced area in- 
volved a deal of travel, and travel in the Congo is not without 
originality. 






BabocMis arc good pedestrians. 


CHAPTER XIII: THE ROAD 



The more I write of this book, the more I wish I could go 
back to those places about which I am writing — and the more 
I wish I had it in me to explain in words just why. 

With so much to write about, of the so many things that 
were of interest to me, it is difficult for me to sort the wheat 
from the chaff and to avoid being long-winded. I constantly 
remind myself of the man who wrote a very long letter to a 
friend and ended it by .saying, '"I apologise for writing you such 
a long letter — Fm afraid I hadn’t time to write a short one.” 

My difficulty is that I have the time, quantities of it now 
that I am back in civilian life again, but somehow tlie ability 
to be short and concise appears to be lacking. 

Pedestrians in the street traffic often act like balloons. 
Baboons, on the other hand, make extremely good pedestrians. 
If you arc driving along and you come across, as you may well 
do in Africa, a troop of baboons in the roadway, one gentle 
toot on the horn is all that is required for a complete and 
instantaneous evacuation. With the natives themselves, on 
certain unfrequented tracks, w’e found that the reactions were 
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tniich the same — only perhaps not so efficiently carried out. 
There was with the natives more of a tendency to panic than 
witli the baboons. 

The first reaction was to drop all bundles, however precious, 
right in the middle of the track, and then to run like hell in 
all directions, across country, o’er hill and dale, through bush 
and thicket, until they were practically out of sight, and hear- 
ing of the road. Such apprehension could only come from one 
of two things — either from the unfamiliarity of the motor car 
which was still a menacing monster, or else, it was all too 
familiar, and they had had some experience of its capabilities 
at the hands of someone like le brave Commandant Hubert. 

. . . In either case I’m afraid we always rather looked forward 
to meeting a party of natives on the more remote tracks. Apart 
from the delaying action of the discarded bundles we generally 
had to stop as we were helpless with laughter. There was one 
little black man, I remember, who ran like a hare down the 
road in front of us, arms and legs flying as though all the 
hounds of hell were after him. He ran for at least half a mile 
before it occurred to him that he would be more successful across 
country, and we couldn’t even get past him to stop all the 
unnecessary exercise. 

But once tlie native becomes accustomed to the motor car 
and to .some sort of less energetic Highway Code, he becomes 
an inveterate car rider. If ever one went anywhere in the 
truck one could always guarantee that a number would swarm 
on to the back and ride with you — no matter how inconvenient 
the direction. Inside the station wagon the driving mirror al- 
way.s seemed to reflect a mass of eager black faces crowding 
up close behind the driver’s seat urging the driver to rush at 
and run over any animal that appeared on the road. They 
seemed to regard, and even the sophisticated Njoki was in on 
this, the motor car as a wonderful instrument invented by the 
white man for providing unexpected menus for the black man. 
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I only killed one thing in Africa and that was a hare I ran 
over one day by mistake. My popularity went up to unexpected 
heights. 

Our truck was always considered very favourably because 
of the great wooden construction we had had erected on the 
back to hold on all our good.s and chattels. They useil to climl) 
up this as high as they could, shouting and whooping in the 
wind, until we looked more like a travelling circus act than 
anything else. Sometimes it was almost too much fun. 

The main road that ran from the frontier to Lake Kivu 
had as surface for the last twenty miles or so only volcanic 
ash and lava, and this was pretty hard on tires — but it was a 
road. It became famous with us for a particular stretch where 
for a few miles it ran through the forests of the National 
Albert Park at the foot of Mount Mikeno. We often had to 
travel through there by night and at night time elephants con- 
sidered that the roadway belonged to them. 

The road that ran from Goma round the east side of Lake 
Kivu down to Costermansville could scarcely have been called 
a road. On one occasion it took us more than ten hours to do 
a hundred and fifty miles on this road, and how wc ever man- 
aged to average nearly fifteen miles an hour is still a mystery 
to me. Neither of us, however, in the least re.scnted the time 
wc spent on that long and tiring drive because it was such 
an unusual driving experience and practically an adventure 
all by itself. 

One starts out bravely from Goma on something resembling 
a road and pretty soon this develops into a track- -and not long 
afterwards into something rather less than a footpath. bVom 
then on one runs over every kind of novel surface from rocks 
and mud and general hillside to what appear to be good gra.ssy 
lawns. For at least seventy miles of the way it isn’t possible to 
pass any vehicle or to overtake anything, and for this reason 
there is a local law that it is one-way one day and the other 
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the next — but this is barely necessary for if two cars meet in 
one clay it is considered big stuff. This "road” ranges some- 
where between the four thousand foot mark and ten 
thousand feet above sea level and at times you arrive at places 
where you feel you are in an aeroplane and not a car. There 
arc hairpin bends and precipices and places where rocks and 
boulders fall, and there are forests and wild uplands and stag- 
gering views. Bridges, when they arc necessary, which is quite 
often, arc tree trunks lashed together, and it is not unusual 
to do a three mile detour to gain a hundred yards. For the whole 
distance of one hundred and fifty miles one passes no house, 
and if you break down or run out of petrol — well . . . that’s 
just too bad. The only signs of human life we saw were the 
odd groups of natives walking along with their bundles on 
their heads — and whenever we met them we had the same 
devastating stampede and flight. 

By now I expect it is a fine metalled road that has been 
travelled over by many an army truck, but I hope to heaven 
it is still the same as it was. 

Even at that time sensible people used generally to go from 
Goma to Costermansville by the lake steamer which travelled 
up and down the lake once weekly, and put their vehicle on 
board as well. But this boat too was unusual in several ways — 
the principal one being that it floated the very reverse way to 
an iceberg — one fifth in the water and four-fifths out. The 
addition of a vehicle on deck produced a result that really 
required a distress signal at the masthead. 

Wherever we went, we always gravitated back to Goma. 
After being out for a period it was always a pleasure to come 
b.ick to the little Hotel des Volcans, which stood practically 
on tiie lake shore not far from where Nyamlagira poured her 
stream of lava into Kivu, and there to have a proper bed and 
a bath and a meal cooked by someone other than Njoki. In 
this Uttle hostel we found, of all things, a ping-pong table. The 




Elephants are generally photogenic, but sometimes our re- 
suits were unflattering. . . 
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main article of furniture in Gander’s sitting room in his home 
in London was always a ping-pong tabic — and so the struggle 
to be Champion of Kensington merely continued under the 
new name of the Congo Championship. 

We went to Goma to collect mail and to write letters. Mail 
was always an unknown quantity and the Congo {fiscal .serv- 
ices, such as they were, always seemed to conspire against us. 
And when we did get letters, they required a gOi)d deal of col- 
lecting of thought on our part because there was generally 
some confusion going on at home about the production of the 
revue. We also went there to replenish our supplies of food 
and fuel for the next effort in the forests, to get clean and 
tidy (but never to shave, for we were proud of our beard.s) 
and to read last month’s newspapers — and for me to talk to 
someone other than Gander, and vice versa. We were never 
there very long, but when we were it was good. 

In general there were always very few white people about 
and not often cats on the toads. There were the few regulars — 
the hotel and store owners, the Belgian admini-stracors, the 
White Fathers from the mission at Lulengu and the occa.sional 
visitor. We met Field Marshal Smuts one time, travelling 
through with Colonel Denys Reitz, the ex-High Commissioner 
for South Africa in London, who has since unfortunately died. 
Colonel Reitz was a great lover of wild animals and I shiuiKl 
have loved to have shown him the results of our photography. 

On the road, traveling from place to place, there was always 
something to look at. If it wasn’t the volcanoes it was the 
natives; if it wasn’t the natives it was the animals; if it wasn’t 
the animals it was something else. Once we saw two lion.s quite 
close to the roadside. Close to the lions were eight elephants 
standing together in the open. They were in a circle with 
their heads together looking as though they were waiting for 
scrum-half to put the ball in. We had a lovely view of them 
when they presently moved off down the hill half towards us. 
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The swinging flexibility of their trunks always seems extraordi- 
nary -and the gait which appears easy and loping is curiously 
awkward in the forelegs. They stopped half way down the 
hill and two males had a minor sparring match over a female. 
Wc thought for one moment that we were going to witnes.s 
.something really big in the way of eternal triangles, but they 
very .soon, and very sensibly, became bored with the whole 
thing and wandered contentedly on. 

One may be able to travel very fast on the modern highway 
in the civilized world, but all the highways and metalled roads 
of Europe and America are poor stuff compared with the 
bumpy roads of Africa. 








CHAPTER XIV: 

DON’T LOOK ’ROUND NOW . . 



It became very exhausting at each new place we visited 
to explain at length to countless strangers exactly what we 
were up to and what it was we wanted. When we got to 
Luberu we had a very long and confused conversation in a 
form of French with the local District Commissioner. This 
was not made easier as the first part of the convensation was 
held in a large barn-like building where he was at the time hold- 
ing a court of law, and some two hundred natives formed an 
interesting but embarrassing audience, f ic couldn’t lie m.ade 
to believe that we had all the necessary {lermits to go after 
gorillas and he kept on repeating like a very overheatetl parrot, 
^'C’est contre la lot, a catiw dcs accidentt.^* The more lie banged 
the table, the more the natives thought that we were two law 
breakers who were going to share their jail with them that 
night. 

We managed however to get things straight, or straight 
enough, and finally, with a sigh of relief, we pushed off to find 
what we could find. From Luberu itself we drove, together 
with a native who was said to know the gorilla country well, 
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some thirty' kilometres back down (up and down to be more 
exact) , until we came to a rest camp at the edge of the Reserve. 
Thi.s consisted of one miserable little mud house in a small and 
soincwh.at smelly native village called Kibonda and here we 
unpacked the cars and stayed. 

We had been told in Brus.sels that there had been some 
trouble at I.ubcru and that the gorillas there were disturbed, 
but we didn’t know to what this was due. Once there we 
found that there was considerable ill feeling between the 
natives of our small village and the gorillas in the forests around 
them. The trouble was that the gorillas were conducting fairly 
regular raids on the local shambas or cultivation and stealing 
and destroying the crops — and there was, not .unnaturally, 
considerable resentment over this. We visited and inspected 
several of the shambas that had suffered damage. There was 
one that had been raided earlier on that very morning we saw 
it and it could better, or perhaps only, have been described as 
a shambles. Everywhere the maize was trampled down and 
torn up by the roots. The gorillas evidently liked corn on the 
cob as much as I do. 

The trouble was, so far as our plans were concerned, that 
one could never tell which area of cultivation was going to be 
visited next, nor from which direction the raid would come. 
Hunting with rifles, it would have been a comparatively easy 
proposition, but hunting with trip wires, no. 

Every now and again the natives of an area that is having 
gorilla trouble will band together and go forth, law or no law, 
in mass against the gorilla. They go with spears, long eight 
or nine foot alfairs, and, when they find him, they advance 
in lines on the gorilla— the front line crouching and the rear 
line, close behind, standing. The rear rank uses its spears in 
orthodox fashion launching them from the shoulder, but the 
front line holds its weapons low, at a narrow angle to the 
ground, with the sharp ends pointing upwards and the rear 
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ends trailing in the mud. When they get the gorilla to charge, 
he impales himself on a line of spears which dig back into the 
ground when he .strikes them and thus remain firm — while 
from above this line he receives a volley from those standing up. 

NfJt more than a year before wc arrived in the Congo, the 
natives had openly declared war on the gorillas and in one 
big round'Uf) they had killed twenty-three of them in this 
fashiott. The story does not relate what the gorillas’ score 
was in natives , . . but the whole affair caused no end of con- 
sternation to the Belgian Administration, and the local District 
Commissioner was still smarting from some of the rockets 
still being shot at him from Brussels, That was why he couldn’t 
understand how' we had got permits. 

We did a lot of tramping up and down game trails and 
crawling through thick jungle and we saw a lot of things — 
but no gorilla. Then one day we found spoor — very fresh spoor 
it looked — and droppings too. The spoor showed clearly both 
hand and foot marks quite deeply imprinted in the mud, and 
it looked surprisingly large — particularly the thumb (or should 
I say big toe?) T.ater on we found nests . . . and at one point 
wc could even smell the animals, so they could not have been 
very far away. But, although we followed up, we saw no sign 
of them anti heard tiiem make no sound. 

One morning we woke up and Gander had just informed 
me oi that night’s utterance. ... It appears that this time I 
had only spoken once, in very hushed tones. 

"The buffaloes came by quite close yesterday.” and that 
was all. He was very disappointed, becau.se he rather liked 
to join in the conversation to see what I would say next, but 
this time that was all I wa.s prepared to give away. 

We began to move around in a desultory , manner making 
vague and slightly helpless plans for fresh attempts to make 
contact with gorillas somewhere in the wild and endless forests 
char surrounded us. It was one of those dismal needle-in-the- 
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haystack mornings. A period of conversation with some in- 
different natives in no particular language seemed to make 
things a lot more difficult. I was beginning to wonder if we 
should ever find gorillas. 

Half an hour later one of our boys came in and reported 
that we could indeed find them and there were some at that 
moment not ten minutes away in the forest. I’liis was a fairly 
frequent practice in the mornings and, in Africa, even the 
most hopelessly enthusiastic become accustomed to this hind 
of statement from natives employed and paid by them. How- 
ever, largely on account of the fact that we could think of 
nothing more constructive to do at the moment, and because 
breakfast was not yet ready, we decided to go off and investi- 
gate. 

We had with us the boy we had brought from Luberu, one 
other moderately respectable local and one very ugly little 
man wearing practically no clothes at all. The latter two were 
armed with spears. From force of habit rather than anything 
else we armed ourselves with Lcica cameras — and off we tvent, 
the natives confident, and we doubting greatly, Njoki was still 
busy preparing breakfast and humming some doleful tune to 
himself. 

We came, in a very few ininuce.s. to a small hill, thickly 
wooded. By this time out party had m)'stcriously swelled to 
about seven or eight— -more tough little black men wearing 
practically no clothes and each armed with a spear. We didn't 
bother about them. Then somebody Stiid. "There thev are,” and 
we all stopped. We looked and saw nothing. Chimpanzees 
perhaps, we thought — but certainly not gorillas- - not before 
breakfast anyway. . . - We moved on a few yards until xve 
were on a little clear hillock and then we stopped again. 

This time there was no room for doubt. , , . "i’fierc acre 
gorillas . . . right bang in view- — about two hundred feet away. 
. . . And I don’t care what anybody .says, Martin Johnson, Carl 
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Akeley or the first gorilla to learn how to speak, but these 
gorillas were fifty to sixty feet up in trees. 

Everything seemed to happen very slowly, and we were 
both aware rather vaguely and in trancclike fashion that 
photography was indicated — so we took two or three pictures 
— dreamlike efforts. 

Shortly after this the animals became aware of our presence. 
There were four of them up there in the trees. I was watching 
the biggest one, high up. He was folding his arms across a 
branch as a sort of pillow for his head and he looked just like 
an old man resting. And then the next moment he came down 
that tree, not like you and I come down trees, but head first, 
like a Hash of lightning, and not at all like an old man. 
He disappeared through the feathery tops of the bamboos 
which were below us — ^and then various parts of the bamboo 
forest, where the others were as well, began swaying about and 
crashing sounds emerged. 

And then we heard the first bark of alarm — half bark 
and half roar — a terrible, staccato, frightening sound, very 
loud and sudden, and obviously coming from something with 
an outsize pair of lungs and chest. 

I shall probably receive a number of protests from learned 
and experienced sources pointing out chat all this is nonsense 
because gorillas don’t climb trees. I don’t care. I can only 
report what I saw — and yet I should hate to include myself 
in among the many "I-know-what-rm*talking-about-bccause- 
rve-scen-it-with-my-own-eyes” type of people, because generally 
they have no other argument than that. 

For a little we watched and listened. By this time out patty 
numbered nearly twenty. Where these savages came from, 
armed with great spears and dressed in practically nothing, we 
couldn’t think. They simply came slipping out of nowhere and 
joined us. But they all saw the gorillas way up in the trees, 
and they all knew, only too well, that they really were gorillas. 
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V7<i rfttncmficred later chat there had been a lot of excitement 
and movement in the village of Kibonda that morning and 
more than the usual amount of jabberation . . . and the news 
had probably gone far and wide that there were gorillas in 
the neighbourhood and that there were two crazy white men 
who \vantcd to see them- -come and join the fun sort of thing. 
News travels fast in the forests. 

As fio«»n as everything had quieted down a bit and it seemed 
that the gorillas had departed further afield, we expressed a 
wish to approach a little, to go down there into the thick 
undergrowth and the bamboos to find the spoor and look 
around. Twenty-five strong, and with no rifle, we entered the 
forest close to w'here we had last seen the animals. 

Ten yards into the thick stuff and wc were greeted with 
crashing sounds as of something big coming towards us, and 
then there came a fearful bellow from about fifty yards dis- 
tance. Quite a different sound from the first bark of alarm — 
long drawn out and challenging, and, to my mind, since it was 
too thick to see the gorilla, infinitely more alarming. And 
there on the ground, below and round the big trees, was masses 
of spoor and fresh droppings. We stayed very quiet and ex- 
amined everything. Fearing some sort of face-to-face business 
and a possible accident, and bearing in mind the very strict laws, 
the instinct was to retire and let had alone, but the natives 
were keen on advancing. So, fondly imagining the gorillas 
would do die retiring, we advanced a little further, creeping 
as quietly as we could. 

The next thing we knew was that there was a charge and 
an ear-splitting roar coming from not mote than twelve yards 
away in the undergrowth. The gorilla had done some advancing 
as well, and was evidently coming closer. As a noise it is more 
or less indescribable, and I no longer scoff at anybody for 
dropping into ’"Bov's Life” language in attempting to put it 



The Puff Adder is fortunately a slow mover, so it is possible 
to get quite close and take a picture by hand. 
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into words. It is about the most frightening thing one can 
imagine. 

The moment it came the natives put up an answering roar 
- — up went the spears and they ranged themselves in line for 
action. . . . 

We suddenly tumbled to what was happening. These 
natives definitely wanted to get to grips with the gorilla and 
kill it. Our presence there was merely a glorious excuse for 
them to break the law and get away with it. For us, however, 
there would have been no getting away with it — it would have 
meant the end of our efforts in the Congo, And yet here was 
the extremely tricky situation of a line of tense and highly 
excited natives creeping forward inch by inch with a great 
barrier of spears — and there only about ten to twelve yards 
in front of them the bamboos and tangled undergrowth were 
swaying violently from one side to another as the gorilla gave 
vent to his wrath. 

We yelled at them to come back, but they paid no atten- 
tion — and it looked as though at any moment now we would 
either have one dead gorilla or several dead natives on our 
hands — that was, unless something happened pretty quickly. 

There was only one thing to do. We had to get between 
them and the gorilla and force them back. So we did this — 
pushing and sliouting at them and getting entangled in under- 
growth and spears, until the line broke and one by one wc 
got them back down to the tr.tck we had cut, . . . And all the 
time the bamboos and bushes just behind us were swaying 
and being ripped about and one had the dreadful feeling of 
"don't look ’round now but there's an extremely angry gorilla 
just over your right shoulder. ...” 

We never actually saw the gorilla at that range, but there 
wasn’t much time to hang around — and there was too much 
at stake. We were entirely concentrated on the natives — and 
anyway the noi.se it was making svas more than sufficient. 
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But we got them out . . , and this time we retreated quite 
a long way. And when it was all over I began to feci a little 
sick. 

Back out in the open again we found that the noise had 
attracted even more natives from the nearby village and that 
the party now numbered nearly fifty. They were all in a very 
excited state — a miniature army of near-naked tnen with spears 
— and it was a job to calm them down and assure them that 
there was absolutely nothing further doing. 'I'hen, consider- 
ably shaken, we sat down for about twenty minutes and col- 
lected our wits and tried to make certain we were not dream- 
ing. Afterwards we went back to camp, looking, in the middle 
of our group, much like prisoners of war in a native uprising. 

When we got there Njoki was petulant because break- 
fast was cold. 

So we eventually made contact tvith the gorillas, but in- 
stead of elucidating anything it merely produced yet another 
snag on top of all the others. How were we to get to work on 
the tricky business of photography if we could exercise so little 
control over the natives? 




CHAPTER XV: GOD 



We split up once into two groups — each with ten cameras 
and Gander went off to try to gee pictures of Sittatunga in the 
marshes near Kabale, I stayed on in the forests trying, in vain, 
for buffalo. I was camped only a few miles off the main LJganda- 
Kivu road and one day I catne down out of the forests, got 
the car and drove myself to Lulengu. I dii.1 this because I wanted 
to visit the White Fathers who IkuI a mission at I,ulengiu and 
also because I Imped to replace a hat that I had stupidly mis- 
laid and lost when going rtnind the camera traps in the forest. 

I had driven ahi>iic six miles along the main roati when I 
saw a curious 4)bject and stof'»ped. It was my hat sitting ^.H-rched 
on a stick l-^y tfie side of tlie road. I low it got there, I can’t 
imagine, and I never solved t!ie tnystery. However, I continued, 
with tny hat, to the Mission and here I introduced tnysclf to the 
White Fathers as an luighshman who wanted to know what 
White Fathers did in missions. 

"riiey were as interested in me and what I was doing, as I 
was in them and we gest along famouslv together. I was glad 1 
had a beard to be in keeping w ith them all, but their Inrards were 
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long and white and silky whereas mine was brown and rather 
griiliby and all over the shop. 

The mission buildings were fine and there was even a foot- 
ball ground within the compound - -and I learned a lot about 
the natives from the bathers, who were very kind and hos- 
pitalde. I had lunch with them, followed by coffee and cigars 
. . , which was a little surprising. After I had left I made some 
notes about my visit and what the White Fathers had told me-- 
and this is what I wrote: — ■ 

'T learnt: — 

1. That in the mission they deal with about four to five 
hundred native children at one time. 

2. Like Hitler they catch them young, but 

3. Unlike Hitler they teach them the mysterious manner in 
which God moves. 

4. They also teach them elementary figures, writing, read- 
ing, geography and a certain amount of history. 

Other classes include agriculture, manners, gymnastics, 
dress, singing, etc. 

6. The main class, of course, is religion. 

7. Agc.s run from six or seven-year-olds to fourteen and 
fifteen. 

Jl. The bottom class Icams how to count to five, and the 
top class that die world is round. 

y. At the end of their time the pupils know area but not 
volume. 

10. The natives have their own God. A lofty sort of per- 
son who created cvervthing, white men and all, but who, rightly 
I thought, no longer lias any interest in his creation. 

11. They carve rather ugly little figures of this God. 

1 2. They believ'e in the survival of the spirit in that when 
one of them dies lie or she merely becomes a ghost. All departed 
ancestors arc ghosts. These ghosts give them far more con- 
cern than their God. 
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13. Each family is concerned only with its own ghosts. 
When things go right they know the ghostsS are good ghosts 
and so they olFcr up a cow or a goat as a l)oiuis to them. When 
things go wrong (illness or had harvest) they run to the village 
witch docti>r W'ho tells them that their ancestral ghosts are had 
ghosts and tliat tliey must instantly olfer up a ctvw or a giiat ro 
turn them into good ghosts, 

14. There are several kituls of witch doctors some pri- 
marily to distinguish between gtwd and had ght^sts, some to 
bring rain, some to deal with the harvests, and presumably 
one or two on the local Stock Exchange, 

15. The White Fathers make no attcunpc to suppress 
witch doctors — they proceed calmly and confidently with their 
own medicine. They 'leave it to the Government to forbid 
anything it considers too illogical/ 

16. There is generally one hut sec aside in each village, 
purely for the use and comfort of ancestral ghosts. It is always 
kept well stocked with food and olferings which quietly roc. 

17- Except for periodic visits to their home villages, de- 
parted ancestors, or rather their spirits, go to two places:™ 

a) The ones who have been good go to Muhumvira {a 
pleasant place over the mountains), and 

b) The ones who have hcen bad g<t into the crater of 
Nyamlagera volcano, and are kept very busy refueling 
tlie fires. 

18. They do not consider that animals have spirits, 

19. The White Fathers are denng away with all these he* 
liefs and are tc\aclting Christianity. 

20. The mission devils witli sickness. Main troubles are con* 
sumption, meningitis, fever and leprosy. The village between 
camp and Lulcngu Mission is a leper colony/* 

Afterwards one of the White Fathers took me all round 
the buildings and showed me the class rooms. Fie gave me per- 
mission, when the holidays were over, to return and attend some 
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of the classes and also to attend a Sunday service to hear the 
kids sing hymns. He also showed me some of the very rare 
elForts the children do at drawing. What they produce is un- 
imaginative and generally some severely stylised design of a very 
simple nature. 

After a very interesting time I thanked the White Fathers 
very mucli and drove l)ack and went to my camp and my 
huff aloes. 

I had always wanted to know who it was that went so far 
to put the little black men into trousers and shirts and collars 
and the little black girls into ugly frocks, and told them it was 
wrong to show their shimmering black bodies in the sun; and 
who it was who gave them so much to think about, and so many 
strange and useless things to think about at that, that some- 
times the little black boys and girls even scarcely had the time 
left CO do the thing that came most easily to them — to smile. . , . 
I had always wanted to know who they were, these African 
missionaries, and what they were like, and why they did it. 
And now I had been to a mission and met the missionaries and 
liked them very much -but I still wasn’t clear as to why they 
did it. 

* 



CHAPTER XVI: THE WAY UP 



I am never very happy about mountains unlc«s they have 
snow on them -and then I love them verv dearly. Mountains 
chat have rock>' crags and precipices and are giddily perpen- 
dicular are beautiful to look at, but I prefer to look at them 
from below. Once I am forced to climb up rock faces or steep 
clilFs^ I titid I siilFer fnnn the thing calk\l "’"vertigo.” Gander 
had preciselv the same croLii)!e with mnuintatiis as I, but lie, 
rather unkindly, called his trouble "funk,” 

The morning we started up Mount Mikeno was typical 
of all starts to adventures in Africa. Col. Moier had verv 
kindly arranged for the necessary porters who were to carrv 
the kit for us and. on waking tliat morning, we heard the sound 
of many voices outside the hut. When we (»t.ient\l the door, we 
were confronted by faces rows and rows of grinning black 
faces fwring at us- and the air became thick with "Jambos,”^' 
We {U’rformed our uulet.s and ate our breakfasts to a fine 

Thi^ mine 
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audience, and then the eternal business of packing the kit up 
[jcgan all over again. 

From the crowd outside there gradually emerged twenty 
potters of otld sizes and even odder appearances. In charge of 
tliciu was one named Kasisi, again provided by Colonel Hoier, 
a boy employed by the administration of the National Albert 
Park, and clad in the splendour of an old army overcoat and 
a red tarbush with the initials P.N.A. on his epaulettes. The 
remainder wore various bits of cloth strung here and there in 
haphazard fashion. Clothes inevitably make the man and 
Kasisi cashed in on his appearance by wielding a certain amount 
of authority. On these occasions Njoki, in ail the finery of our 
own di.scardcd garments, inevitably became insufferably su- 
perior and, with hired porters, he immediately acted the know- 
ing "townee” coping with the simple minded country-cousin. 

As soon as the tent and all the equipment were packed 
into various suitable bundles each porter seized the load he 
fancied- -the quicker getting the smaller as usual — and then 
we all .started up the track towards Mikeno in a long, long trail 
awinding — this time to and not from the mountain. 

Hut it wasn’t as easy as all that. It never was. It took a 
gre.nc deal of excitement and pushing and barging around and 
sliouting before tlie caravan departed — and we ourselves 
tltd our usual share of forgetting and remembering and un- 
packing .again to see if it really was there — but in the end, 
after a lot of fun had been had by all, we managed to be away 
shortly after nine o’clock. Two hours that would have sent 
Railway Express gray. 

And then wc started off through the Shambas towards 
Mikeno. 

A certain portion of our food supply accompanied us on 
foot in tlu' shape of a very engaging lamb on a string. There 
was also a chicken slung over one black shoulder, a large quan- 
tity of C’olonel Hoier 's vegetables somewhere else, some tinned 
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food in a basket balanced on a black head and somewhere, 
heaven knew where, a dozen eggs. 

It seems hardly fair these days to go into the matter of 
food and cost of living, but it is true that just (before the war 
one could have lived like a nnllionaire in the Cxmgo i>n a 
hundred pounds a year, for it was a land of plenty, botli from 
the point of view of fond and willing labour, d\> hire a porter 
for one day cost about one penny and for tltat prineely sum 
he was ready, and apparently anxious, to carry anything from 
a camera to a cabin trunk up the side of a mountain. A whole 
lamb cost 3 / 6d — a dozen eggs, ^d — a large basket of potatoes, 
6d — a chicken, 4d. Thus the whole of our expedition up 
Mikeno, which took six days, including food and a retinue of 
twenty porters, cost rather less chan it does today to take a 
girl out to dinner and a show' in town . . . and, to my way of 
thinking, our way of spending the money was a whole lot more 
fun. 

Presently, we left the shambas behind and came into what 
appeared to be a giant kitchen garden, u’hich gradually de- 
veloped into more normal forest, V(^e found ourselves climb- 
ing slowly upwards along an elephant track. N'ery fresh drop- 
pings showed that the elephants themselves had only recently 
been doing the same thing and the porters kept up an intermit- 
tent shindy to prevent any kind of level crossing acciilenc. 

As we got further nwav from the native shambas, G.mder 
and I went well ahead of the line of porters to be out of ear- 
shot of the disturbance, so that we could move along quietly 
and see what we cv>uld see. Presently various other game trails 
began to lead into ours and in a little while the muddy path 
showed evidence of a vast amount of animal traffic. Ours was 
quite evidently a main line track for most things- -elephant, 
buffalo in quantity^ bush pig, giant forest hog, leopard-** big, 
middling and licrie, bush buck anvl countless other smaller 
fry* It was a most intriguing track and one that could prove 
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aimplctcly ideal for oiir trip wires. The only trouble would 
be to sort out, from all these spoors muddled up together, the 
animal one wanted and to devise some scheme whereby a trip 
wire could select the right one. We decided then and there to 
try for permission to use this trail but we doubted whether we 
would be allowed to, as this part of the forest, and all Miheno 
in fact, had doubly strict laws. We saw no lion spoor although 
the natives hold that there are plenty here — cheetah, too, ap- 
parently — and it was a bit early on in the climb to expect signs 
of gorillas although they have been known to come down this 
far. 

It was lovely climbing up that forest trail — which presently 
got much steeper — watching where all the animals had been 
before us, and wondering how much time had elapsed between 
the passing of the leopard and the antelope. The "feeling” or 
"atmosphere,” or what you will, of the forest is very difficult 
to describe. As we moved along quietly through that tangled 
world, where every shade of green imaginable is to be found, I 
seemed to undergo much the same emotions as I do when 
listening to great music. In both cases, with music and with 
the forest, it is there all round you, enveloping you, real and 
insistent — and yet not real and not insistent — and neither the 
one nor the other is really fully comprehensible. There arc 
things, animahs and melodies and chords, moving about there 
in the background and interwoven with the theme that have 
to rely on imagination rather than comprehension. And 
presently the whole thing becomes a background to one’s 
thoughts ... I found my thoughts wandering away, miles and 
miles away from the forests . . . way off to towns and other 
lesser ways of living — to friends, and friendships past and yet 
to come — to .scheme.s- — to things written, and to be written . . . 
r even found myself framing strange little bits of dialogue — 
dialogue Ix'tween myself and ... I don’t know whom. . . . And 
then I would come all the way back to the Forests and the foot- 
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prints in the mud and to the mighty silent orchestra around 
one. . . . And there would be the great dark peak of Mikeno 
disappearing steeply into the clouds above us — and there, catch- 
ing up with us, the long line of chattering porters and the 
little wliite Iamb on the string. 

Tliat lamb was quite a study in itself — a study in the falli- 
(lility of fear. All the way along that trail, in such a strange 
world so far from home, the scent of leopard and of other 
things was ringing every alarm bell in its system — and it trotted 
along uno'tllingly, vociferously giving vent to all the secret 
and entirely incorrect fears it was having for its own well-being. 
Whenever we stopped, it nuzzled up to one’s legs for protection 
against all the dangers in the wicked world around it. Yet it 
had nothing to fear from the leopard — only from us. I’m 
afraid I made friends with it and led it along on its string 
myself — and Gander made a variety of remarks about Hitlerian 
hypocrisy. 

Eventually we went up through the bamboos and came to 
Kabara — a clearing in the Hagenia forest at about ten thousand 
five hundred feet. This is the wonderland which Carl Akcley 
called the most beautiful spot in all the world. He stayed there 
for ever and his grave is just over there in a corner of the 
clearing. 

There is a small hue at Kabara w'hich must have been made 
either by Martin Johnson or by the Akcley-Derscheid Expedi- 
tion twelve years before, in 1927, and we took posse.ssion of it. 

Njoki got U.S a meal and while we ate it, it rained quite 
heavily and then cleared up. Afterwards we wandered off into 
the forest taking photographs and looking rather fearfully 
at the peak above us. Binoculars made the view far less en- 
couraging and showed there to be snow on the south face. 

Later on Ka.si.si took a knife and quickly the Iamb was no 
longer frightened of being so far from home. We sat around the 
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fire in company with the porters who had a fine time carving 
up the carcass and arguing over who got which bit. 

Of course, there are other things that I love, but that 
ev'cning at Kabara I could not think of anything that I would 
sejonct he doing than .sitting round that fire on the grass. Black 
bodies were crowding all around. The chatter kept up with 
no apparent strain and every second sentence produced con- 
tagious chuckles - and now and again a kind of explosive 
laughter. Everything that either Gander or I said, or ate, of did, 
provided great interest and a good deal of amusement. And 
gradually the last of the light went and Mikeno and Katasimbi 
hid themselves in great black clouds, and it was almost, but 
not quite, raining — and the air was windless. Apart from 
the natives, whose noise we certainly did not grudge, the world 
was still and quiet and everything quite perfect. 

I couldn’t sleep at all that night — maybe there were so many 
things to think about, maybe the altitude after the plains, maybe 
just one of those nights one didn’t sleep. In the morning Njoki 
came through with a magnificent breakfast of liver and kidney 
toast and made things better. During the night I had heard a 
great deal of .scuffling going on and it turned out that the boys 
had speared an enormous rat in the hut — gray brown it was, 
with three inches of white at the end of its tail — and they had 
skinned it for us. After breakfast began the usual chaos and 
shouting that always ended up mysteriously with an orderly 
file of porters disap{>earing off into the forest bearing all our 
motley bundles on their heads. 

We left Kabara at nine, and directly we had gone fifteen 
yards, a gang of large black birds, each one with a white collar, 
moved straight in and took possession of camp. They hopped 
around everywhere, eating the scraps — including the body of 
the rat. We felt like importing some of them and putting them 
on f'fampstead Heath. 

Almost immediately the path began to climb steeply up- 
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wards on the game trail and continued to do so until we 

got to our second camp site. Spoor on rlxis trail showed hulTalo 
and antelope, including the little duiker, and lc(>parJ. All 
this was through Magenia trees and very beautiful. Presently 
we spotted the wild celery that grows to a height of about six 
to eight feet. It lotik.s like celery and it castes like celery, but 
if you found some of it growing in your own garden, you svoiihl 
go straight back to the house and have a damn gt>od lo<»k at 
the level in the whiskey bottle. This, however, is undk)ubtcdly 
the gorilla’s favonrite food, and sure enough at thi.s point 
we came across a considerable number of gorilla tracks and 
plenty of spoor leading across our trail— and we also found 
several of the nests they build for beds. 

A little further up the giant heather began to appear in 
amongst the hagenias. This again is much the same story as 
the celery — only more so. One felt a little like an ant must 
feci in the highlands of Scotland, for this heather grows to a 
height of thirty feet. 

It is just about at this point that the forest becomes purely 
fantastic and fairy-like — and incredibly more imaginative than 
anything Grimm, or Disney could ever create. You walk on 
carpets of moss and flowers amid surrealist trees and roots - 
and long trailers of .Spanish moss hang from everywhere, and 
ct'crytliing is weird and wonderful-- and every color in the 
spectrum i.s used in the shatlows .and on the paths .and each 
color ranges through every delicate shade imaginable. 

Presently the trail came up and over the top of a hill and 
ran along the crest of a narrow, steep knife-edge whose sides 
fell sharply down for many hundreds of feet. Once over tiiis, 
we came out into another new and wonderful world. The 
forest was left behind and in its place were hue uplands dottesl 
about with giant heather and giant groundsel, b'roxn this ridge 
we could see well in all directions- — all too well in the direction 
of iMount Mikeno. 
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Wc were, as it turncJ out, more than lucky with the weather 
because mirmally IVlikeiii) behaves very badly to climbers ■ 
and there are comparatively few days in the year when it is 
possible to climb the final tlttuisaiul feet. After many failures 
Mount MikeiU) was eventually lirsc coiHjuered in Any, use P^?.7 
by a man called IVre van I hwf. Since then there have been 
many more failures hut it was climluvl at ftnir other times since 
that dare. We hrul luiped, if we succet-Kievh to he the first 
Englishmen to get to tlie summit but we subscLjuetuly (earned 
that a p»irty from East Africa IkkI succeeded the year before 
we were there. 

We climbed along this ridge, which at times was as narro^v 
as three to four feet, and eventually we came to the end where 
it rati straight to the foot of the final peak. Here, just over 
the right hand side of the ridge, to the south, we pitched camp 
on a small flat place w'hcre there was just room for the tent. 
Following a terrific, and final, jabberation the porters col- 
lected some wood for a fire and then left us to go back dow*n 
to Kab.ira to .sleep. They would not stay up at that altitude 
with us as they quite frankly said they didn't like it, and it was 
cold, and a stupid place to come to nnv;vav. So olf they went. 
Poor Njoki had no choice, Kasisi stayevl wadi us as it was his 
job to dis so. f Huiko and a “roco'^ who never appcareil to have 
any name, at all, also stayed * the <>ne because he was supposed 
to know the final route and the second because, strangely' 
enough, he wantcvl to come with us, 

Wc were now at approximate! v twelve thousaru! seven 
hundred feet and it was cold. \X''hi!e Njokt and Kaslsi w*ere 
pitching the tent, I wandered up to the ridge a few vards aw\tv 
and stuldenly lieari! a lion roar, not very far awav and about 
level with me, in a nearby ravine. I called ijuicktv ro Gander 

fiiithc 
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.itid we heard it roar again. We were trying to spot it when 
clouds came rolling up and hid everything. 

When there were not clouds about us, that camp site on 
the little ledge was a very impressive place. In front, at the 
end of a valley, stood Mount Visoke- — a 13,000 ft. volcano. 
Half right was Mount Karasimhi — a 15,000 ft. volcano. Be- 
hind us, just over the ridge, two more volcanoes were in view — 
Nynagonga and Nyamlagira . . . and way down below us was 
Africa and countless square miles of mysterious forest. And 
finally, to the left, and almost falling on top of us, was Mount 
Mikeno. Clouds came and went between us and the mountains 
— over us and round us — and there were eagles in the sky. 
We watched these eagles as they seemed to hang motionless in 
the ait — and when they, every now and again, went into a dive 
their wings made a screaming noise something like the sound 
of calico tearing. 

Mikeno, or rather the bit still above us, was not a reas- 
suring sight. It seemed there was a steep climb upwards for 
the next five hundred feet and then, above that, what appeared 
to be a sheer rock w'all going straight up into the clouds for 
about another thousand feet — and for the life of me I couldn’t 
sec any reasonable w'ay up the thing. 

That night it was very cold. We slept in our bedding fully 
dressed and with the tent shut up as tight as it would go. Again 
I slept very badly and, at midnight or thereabouts, I heard 
something very big moving about outside, not far from the 
tent. When I did eventually get to sleep I woke Gander up 
by talking about something to do with twenty severed black 
ears lying on the ground. He told me to shut up or get back 
CO my old subject of animals. 
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It was vtty cold getting out of bed the next morning* Frost 
wftsS on the ground and our water supplies were frozen hard. 
I asked if anyone else had heard anything of my large animal 
moving about during the night and Kasisi said he had heard 
a not far from camp. We crouched around a small 

fire while we had breakfast-- -made fmal arrangements- -sorted 
out all the necessary equipmenr, and finally departed just after 
7 a.m. There was Kasisi, Chako, the nameless Toto, Gander 
and myself. Njnki, very wisely, stayed in camp. 

The climb began steeply, up through fairly thickly m^assed 
lobelias, and gradually got steeper and steeper undl, after 
about an hour, we were ai«>vc most of the vegetation ‘far 
above tree level - aiul right at the font of the rock face. 

Here we found a steep scree gulley going up into tlie 
rock and iiecoining narrower as it got to the top. There was 
a difficult climb v>f some tw^eiity feet at the top of this- 

For the next two hours I had a lot of my 'Vertigo’^ and 

^ Cl or ilia. 

GiAsr Loiut-ja. VCV worked our way up through a weird and 
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Gander had not a little of his "funk.” We had brought a climb- 
ing rope with us but neither one of us was sufficiently con- 
fident of the other’s capabilities to consider being linked to 
hint and we argued that, even if both of us were going to kill 
ourselves, it was preferable that we should die separately and 
not in one glorious spectacular falling chain of bodies. So we 
gave the rope to Kasisi who slung it over his shoulder. 

My diary now goes into minute description of each suc- 
cessive move we made on that final climb and calls back to my 
mind things and moments that I had hoped I had forgotten. 

I do not intend to inflict the reader or myself (for two quite 
different reasons) with all this. Suffice it to say that it wasn’t 
easy, and, in a spirit of great generosity, that to a real, hard- 
boiled, insensitive mountaineer it wouldn’t have been difficult. 

I have to admit, however, that I was scared. It wasn’t 
vertigo all the time. ... I was, in fact, generally apprehensive 
all the way up. The trouble was that it wasn’t only steep, 
hellish steep, and even vertical in places, but all the rock was 
friable and such hand and foot holds as they were were 
liable to crumble and break away. And everything was sodden 
and wet and largely covered with great clumps of thick green 
spongy moss which gave no hold at all, and broke away and 
went tumbling off into nowhere. And on the steep slopes in 
between the rock faces there were great grass tussocks that were 
miserably insecure, and everything one touched was slimy 
and wet and slippery. 

We struggled up somehow. Sometimes we were climbing — 
more or less properly — and sometimes wc were merely swarm- 
ing up on our bellies, relying more on surface friction than on 
any firm hold or anything else. — and all the time Africa was 
a hell of a long way down below — -straight below. At one time 
or another each one of us got stuck, but mutual admiration 
methods got us unstuck on each occasion. Near the top we 
came into .snow. It wasn’t really snow as I know it — it was 
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rather masses of small hailstones frozen together which gave 
no security at all and merely rattled off down the mountain 
when touched* 

But eventually we got to the top of the cliff and came up 
to the safe top slopes* From here tiiere was still a steepish climb 
to the top lava ridge* On one side of this ridge there wms a 
sheer precipice for a short while, but after this, witli a slight 
twist, it developed into a gently rising sIof>i? tliat ended in 
the summit. 

On the very top, at 14,642 feet, one stood on black dust 
and lava blocks in a space about twenty-five feet across with 
more or less sheer drops on three sides* The rocks and the 
ground were quite noticeably warm and down on the north- 
west side there was a large lava plateau from which a little 
steam was rising. 

We were very lucky with the weather as we had sunshine 
until we wxre only one hundred feet from the top. I can well 
understand how Mikeno quickly becomes unclimbable in the 
bad weather it most often has. In cloud and rain, which are 
usual for more than three hundred days of the year, we cer- 
tainly would not have got anywhere at all. Mowever, we got 
up --and it was gratifying to chink tluic Albert, King of the 
Belgians, who was no mean climlw, had failed. 

We sat for afu>ut twenty tniiuurs on the summit in die 
clouds. We smoked a cigarette and ate some cluH'olace and I, 
if I may be ordinarv, would like to record that I spent tnv 
higliesr penny yet. On the sunmiit, uiivier the remains of a 
cairn that had been blasted by liglitning, wo found a broken 
bottle which had contained a paj.vr giving t!ie names of pre- 
vious parties but the paper was charred and unreavinble. 
We tlid however ftn<l a film spiid case umler some rocks wdiich 
gave us the names of the last party up- We wrott? out our 
names and the times and daces on a sheet of paper and put it 
into a I-eica cassette and left it with thdrs* 




14,700 Feet. We sat around for twenty minutes on the very 
summit in the clouds, and smoked a cigarette. 
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Coming clown, the clouds and mist fortunately hid the nujre 
frightening drops below one but it was far colder and wc 
both suffered from finger trouble. 

When wc got down to the bottom of the cliff again Chako 
and Kasisi went into a wild and ituprotnptu dance of celebra- 
tion. The little nameless Toto, however, was far too cold and 
bothered about everything to catch the real spirit of the thing. 
A little lower down we were within sight and earshot of camp, 
and there wc could see and hear the party of porters who hatl 
come back to fetch us and our belongings. A scries of yells 
passed between us and camp, and when Gander and I could get 
a word in we shouted down, '*Make tea. . . . Take down the 
tent . . . we’re going to Kabara.” This was evidently favourable 
information to those down below because that tent came down 
quicker than if they had cur the guy ropes. And then began a 
mad rush and slither and tun and jump down through the 
lobelias back to camp. 

And there we svere greeted with a terrific jabberatiem of 
congratulation — particularly from Njoki who was convinced 
he had seen the last of us that morning. After we had had a cup 
of hot tea we set off kack down the game trail to Kabara, and 
my legs just got me there. 

The next day, after a long session following up gorillas, 
wc went on down to Kibumba and it was over and from then 
on I enjoyed looking up at Mikeno with its rocky i;M,'ak dis- 
apfwaring up into the clouds. 

» # 




CHAPTER XVIII; THE SOLUTION 



It was in the Tchibinda Hills that we first saw pygmies in, 
if I may misadapt a current phrase, a big way. We had come 
across them individually here and there in the forests else- 
where, but at Tchibinda we got to know them better as we 
employed them to help with out plans. The real out-and-out 
pygmy lives in the Ituri Forest, where we were planning to go 
later on to get pictures of the okapi. Those plans, however, 
never came to fruition because by this date '’Peace in our 
time” was undergoing pretty severe revision, and the sickle 
wa.s being sh.irjiened for September 

Fm afraid that in those d.ays of June. July, and August 
of that same year (of no grace at ail) we somehow ditln'r lind 
much time for keeping abre.ist of international |H)!itics. 1 here 
was so much of interest to distract otie from the mtinotony 
of hearing Hitler make his daily claim that thi.H or that or the 
other was positively his very latent territorial ambition — and 
that his patience was exhausted- -and all that. . . . We hadn’t, 
of course, the same opportunity for following the news as the 
gentlemen in England, then well and truly abed. We hadn’t 
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got the Daily Express or the Mail or the Herald or any evening 
papers-- -and dear old Auntie Times, when she arrived, panting 
and rather scandalised, at Goma, was as up-to-date as the 
things you find in a dentist’s waiting room. We hadn’t a radio, 
and tlic little hostel at Goma, even for the short periods when 
we wen: there, only provided something that it called a radio. 

When any event of import took place in Europe, news of 
it would arrive out in the Congo through the usual mysterious 
channels of "Have you heard . . . ?” If it was a good piece of 
news, it arrived in the Congo far better — and if a bad piece 
of news, infinitely worse. It was always much the same story 
as the old one of the four years’ war where a message starts 
out from headquarters as "Send reinforcements, we are going 
to advance,” and which arrived at its destination in the form 
of "Send three and fourpence, we are going to a dance.” On 
top of this, the news that was filtering through from Europe 
was so fantastic at its very source that we never could tell 
whether the African rumour had been at it or not. 

So I regret to say we rather tended to the attitude of 
never troubling trouble until trouble troubled us, and of get- 
ting on with the job we had in hand — and we had innocently 
made plans which would have carried us well over into 1940. 

If I remember aright, the first time I ever saw a pygmy 
was when I was on my own in the middle of the forest. There 
were times when we decided to go off separately and alone, 
to do the seven, eight, or even twelve and fifteen mile round 
of the camera traps, just for the fun and adventure of being 
all on one’s own in the forest. On this particular occasion I 
was stalking around as quietly as I could, inspecting this and 
repairing that, and telling myself that I wasn’t scared of any- 
thing at all- — when suddenly I found that I was scared — badly 
scared. I had looked up from the job I was doing on a camera 
and there, standing in front of me, about five or six yards 
away and half hidden in the thick foliage, was a tiny little 
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black man, wixcncd and ugl>% practical ly naked, and carrying 
a large how and arrow, I Ic was watching me intently. I stood 
up and looked at him. Me was, as I said, an ugly little man 
and he had no expression at all on his face. The next moment 
a couple tif large dogs, witli very tiefinire unpleasant expressions 
on their faces, came stiilly u[^ to me with Ijackles raiscil and 
sniffed around inv legs and ankles registering intense disap- 
proval. T tried tny best at a nonchalant greeting in Sw.ihili 
as though it was for me a common ticciirrence meeting ugly 
little men like him in the forests. It sounded liollnw even to 
me, and there was no response and no movement, I tried in 
French and then in Engiisli and in German, . , , I must say 
that hearing rnyself saying 'Bon jtnn^ suddenly sounded 
peculiar — and then the ugly little man just wasn’'t there any 
more, , . , I never heard him come and I never heard him go — 
one minute he was there, looking at me, and the next, he wasn't. 

That is much ho^c rhey are, the pygmies. The forest ks 
their home and they know it as well as. If not better than, you 
or I know Main Street of our own home cowms. They 
ncv'cr on any single occasion touched a [)lack cotton trip wi re- 
in some mysterious fashion diey would suvldenly stop a few 
yards away fn>ni where a cotton was stretched anti then make 
a sizeable detour round through the forest Ivfore rejtaining 
the trail on the far side. One of them wnuhl snap oii a twig 
at the side of the path and that wouLl (le sufficient warning 
for any later passersTy. . . . Such a sign, anud all tfie tangle 
of the forest, w^as to a pygmy as obvious as tralfu: lights are 
to the motorist. 

The Belgian Adtninistration leaves the pvginies verv much 
to themselves- which, on the w'hole, is verv sensible of it, for 
if one had to do anything about the pygmies, Tm hanged if I 
would know wT.ere to begin. It would be (ike crying to coKect 
mercury in a huge mountainvnis hairbrush. Tliev are res^>ected 
as individuals and are even granted certain privileges - - for in- 
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Stance, they are the only natives allowed to hunt in the Reserve 
-and the only ones allowed to light fires. 

The pygmies we had to deal with were mostly Batwa, or 
scmi-Pygmy- —a type that is slightly larger than the pygmies 
from the Ituri Forest, In the Tchibinda hills we found him to 
he an independent little number. He would do certain things 
if he wanted to, but if he didn’t he wouldn’t — and he appeared 
to take orders from no one. He slips in and out of the shadows 
of the forest as he will, and, like the nursery rhyme about the 
cat, "if you don’t hurt him he’ll do you no harm.” 

The only harm the pygmies did to me was indirect. . . . 
They live in an almost completely primitive state and they have 
many cunning methods of trapping game. Among these, a more 
ordinary method is the one of digging deep holes at unexpected 
places along the game trails — setting sharp spikes points up- 
wards at the bottom of the holes, and then concealing the 
whole thing with brushwood and foliage. The elephant or the 
bufi-alo or the antelope comes along, thinking of this and that, 
steps on a piece of ground that isn’t there, and down he goes on 
to the spikes. It works very well. I know, because I did it myself. 

We were coming more and more to the conclusion that to 
take flashlight pictures of gorillas by the methods we had 
used on other animals was not a feasible proposition. There 
was always the possibility that blind chance would bring an 
unexpected reward and that a camera set at ten or eleven 
thousand feet above sea level for some more normal animal 
might indeed bag a gorilla — but there were so many things 
that might go wrong with the camera or the trip or the 
mechanism that even such a chance offering might well be 
missed by some technical hitch. In any case we did not approve 
of blind chance — tve wanted somehow to make the thing as 
near a certainty as possible. 

We had considered every possibility and almost every im- 
ptjssibility. The only hope seemed to be to attract the gorilla 
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in si>nic way to some given spot which we could prepare before- 
hand. We had even considered the impossibility of clearing a 
large area of the forest of wild celery, leaving only one big 
bunch of it (bristling with flash bulbs and black cotton) grow- 
ing at a suitalile spot. We had also thought of tempting him 
witli alluring clump.s of bananas at unexpected places. This 
worked well with chimpanzees on the volcano Hehu. Some 
people held it would work with gorillas and some were emphatic 
that it would interest them not at all. For one reason or another 
we never had time to try out this theory, but I myself do not 
believe it would have worked. 

We thought of portable gramophones with recotds of 
gorilla sounds and of putting ourselves in some well protected 
hide from which would emerge a selection of these sounds in 
the hope that the gorillas in the forests would become curious 
to see what was going on. And finally we tried hard not to 
think of the possibility of advancing on the gorilla armed only 
with cameras, in the hope that the blinding flash of the bulbs 
would turn a charge and scare the animal away. Risky as this 
would undoubtedly have been, I believe that it might have 
worked. From observation of the reactions of other animals 
to the light of the flash bulbs we had good reason to believe 
that even a gorilla would turn — but still . . . 

So in the end we decided that some new method would 
have to be devised. 

We found from experiment that if we used all twenty 
cameras in a line, allowing for natural obstacles such as big 
trees through which a gorilla could not pass, we could 
achieve a "frontage” of trip wires of some forty to fifty yards. 
The next thing to do was to discover some place in the gorilla 
forest where there was a narrow bottleneck or some narrowing 
down of the confines of the forests to approximately this dis- 
tance, If we could find .such a place, through which the gorillas 
were normally accu.stomed to pass in order to get from one 
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feeding ground to anotlirr, tlum tilings would {u*gin to look 
brighter. We would then Ik* able to [)ut up our Siegfried bine 
in peace and at our leisure, when no gorillas were about, and 
make sulficienc clearance of the undergrowth to allow each 
camera its requisite 'Tield i>f vision" luid then . , . well, then 
tlie plan uus, not so much to driir the gorillas up to rlie line 
ns to perou/Je them, by one means and another, to fransler 
from one feeding area tt> atiotiier by way of the hottletiech. 

On paper it was fme, [n practice it was obvious that wc 
should want considerable assistance, first to disaiver the gorillas, 
second to discover the place, and thirvl to help uv to persuade 
the gorillas from one area to anotlier. There w\as only one 
source to which we could go for the know^Icdge we required 
and the assistance that was nccessarv. and that was, the pygmies. 

The Belgians in the Tchibinda area were helpfulness itself. 
After we had been taken round to various places and had 
seen plenty of evidence of gorillas, a ineertng with the pygmv 
chief was arranged for nine oVlock one morning at the edge 
of the forest. 
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We arrived ac our rendezvous with the pj-'gmy chief 
punctually at nine o’clock, accompanied by an excellent young 
Dutchman called Van E^eeuwen. He had been very kindly lent 
to us as interpreter from the National Institute for the Sci- 
entific Study of Agriculture (called "I.’Incac”) and as he 
had five languages perfectly at his command, my poor tortuous 
French had a rest for a change. 

At about eleven in the morning the pygmy chief, whose 
name w'as Kasalo, accompanied by his son, came sauntering 
out of the forest and sat down. They seemed to blink mther a 
lot in the sunlight after tlie dark shadiiws of the forests. At 
various intervals, other lesser pygmies came wandering out 
and joined the meeting to see what it was all about, until 
presently there were about fifteen to twenty of them sitting 
around on the grass in front of us. 

This was the first time that we had seen the little men in 
any kind of quantity. Their clothing consisted of a piece of 
string slung low round the hips, with any old scrap of odd 
cloth pulled up between the legs, passed under the string, and 
left to dangle for a few inches fore and aft in a modest. 


wr *Yi icet C t'l.T-BPATioN. The orchestra. 
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but often unsuccessful attempt to hide the py'gmy inachiner>'. 
Each carried a spear, and each one was uglier than tlic one 
beside him. 

It was also the finst time Njoki had .seen them, and they 
had the effect on him of making him roar with laugliter - 
which was very embarrassing all round ami he had tt) be .sent 
away to sit in the car. 

The conversations opened witli the help of two interpreters. 
We put our questions to the Dutchman. The Dutchman passed 
them on to a local native who spoke botlt Swahili and pygti'v 
language. The native passed on the questions to Kasala, the 
chief pygmy, who then consulted the gang. Answers had to 
come back all through the same chain. It must have been about 
as confusing as an international conference. 

And so began a meeting which lasted for the best part of 
two full days — during which time we had to try to pound into 
the pygmy mind the manifold subtleties and complications 
of our Rube Goldberg photographic schemes, and to try to 
get, for the umpteenth time, definite answers to questions about 
the habits of gorillas — and finally, to get them to agree to help 
us. The Dutchman was quite magnificent, and infinitely pa- 
tient. He went .slowly at each problem or explan.atian and re- 
peated each point over time and again before even demanding 
an answer. The pygmies sat around and ii.stcned, and their 
c-xpressions were more than intriguing to watch, Sometime.s 
they would hurst out laughing at the thing.s we wanted to knoss' 
— "The white man has something in his head which we do not 
understand"- --(This later became quite a catch phrase between 
Gander and myself.) The general attitude, however, w’a.s one 
of fortunate tolerance for people who apparently liked to go 
aliout simple tasks in the most complicated manner- -and, 
hit by bit, ever .so "pole-pole,"* answers beg,in to come 
forth. . . . 


* Gently. 
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At one point in the conversations interest clearly began 
to flag a little. One of the lesser pygmies had a small musical 
instrument in his lap, a hollowed-out box affair with small 
strip.s of metal .set across a bar on top which, if I remember 
right, is called a "Likembc.” He began absent-mindedly to 
pluck away at this instrument, and presently to build up the 
rhythm. Heads began to wag and legs to twitch. One or two 
of the others got up and began to dance — and within two 
minutes we and our schemes were forgotten, and the whole 
bunch, Chief Kasalo and ail, were leaping around in a wild 
and impromptu jive session. 

After a bit they all sac down again — somebody said '‘Next 
question, please,” and everybody felt a lot better. 

It is possible chat some of these international conferences 
might benefit from taking a leaf out of the pygmy book. I 
would dearly love to see this method practised in the House 
of Commons, where sometimes the white man has ideas in his 
head that even the white man cannot understand. 

But those conversations were, in the end, highly rewarding. 
The pygmies eventually got the idea and were evidently rather 
intrigued by it, as they definitely agreed to play. It was finally 
arranged that tliey would go off, make a full report on the 
present whereabouts of the tnajority of the gorillas, find a 
suitable place, if possible, for the line of cameras, and finally 
help us in the matter of persuading the gorillas through the 
trip-wires. All of this would naturally take time, and it was 
agreed that we were to go off and complete another task on 
the Kabara game trail and elsewhere, and return with all the 
equipment in two to three weeks’ time. 

Well . . . there it was , . . that was the plan , . . and, 
although there were .still plenty of snags, I think in the end 
we cotild have made it work. But, as I have hinted at already, 
we never got back to try it out ... the sands ran out on Sep- 
tember the third. 



,\Vatussi Cattle, Beasts with an incredible spread of Korns. 


Ceremonial. Each owner would dance around the beast that 
had the finest head. 



Little and Big 


207 


But meeting the pygmies had been wonderfully interesting. 
They were small enough for us not to be reduced, as one 
African writer was, to standing on a box beside them to make 
an impressive photograph. Generally speaking, tlie young ones 
are vastly more intelligent than the adults. They reach wim is 
politely known as ''that certain age’’ just aiuuit when they 
celebrate their tenth birtliday, and from theti on they do them- 
selves pretty proud along the road to ruin, Poinbe, or native 
banana beer, consumed in large quantities docs not lead to 
brightness. Tobacco, wood ash, or practically anything tliat 
will smoulder, smoked incessantly, helps things along -"and 
finally, as soon as he is able (which is practically from the 
age of ten onwards) a young pygmy is hard to beat at sowing 
his fair share of wild oats. So, by the age of twenty he looks 
far older than his years and the intellect has rather taken a 
back seat. 

He is small and he is ugly, and, in his stance and squat and 
shape of skull, his thin lips and his more developed ^ystenit? 
pileiiXf he differs a lot from the remainder of the African 
Tribes, His women folk are uglier still. They use some mysteri- 
ous herbal contraceptive, but they are nevertheless pretty fertile, 
and the infant mortality is on the high side. The pygmies .suffer 
from a foot disease called ''pion" and occasionally, of all 
things, from elephantiasis. They arc wonderful (umcers and 
trackers in the forests. So far as I could make out, none of 
those whom we mcc was a Christian and they all appear to be 
scared of ghosts. During periods of full tnoon, they arc likely 
to do away with sleeping and to dance whole ntglics tlirough to 
keep the ghosts at bay. 

They are, however* quite pleasant little people and. as is 
the case with most African natives, laughter comics easily. T hey 
like payment for services rendered and. wherever possible, for 
services not rendered. Money isn’t much use to them, but, if 
they like you, they will do a lot for salt, matches and tobacco. 
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It always seemed to me slightly like reading one of the more 
ambitious and less authentic adventure stories to find that 
only a few miles away from the miniature men of the forests, 
one could find a race of men most of whom are well over seven 
foot tall. To travel from the Ituri Forest to Ruanda Urundi 
y«yu can go from three foot eleven to better than seven feet 
Much has already been written about the Watussi Tribe, who 
are originally of Nilotic descent. I was fortunate enough to go 
down to Kigale in Ruanda Urundi at a time when the Watussi 
were celebrating something or other by holding a dance which 
went on solidly for two days and two nights. I did not stay 
that long myself for I wore myself to a shred just watching 
them dance for an afternoon. 

The Watussi, apart from the difference of height, is the 
complete opposite of the pygmy. He dresses in long flowing 
white rohes, carries himself with considerable dignity and has 
a way of making one feel, as well as look, very small indeed. 
He is the aristocrat — tall and dark and handsome — and intelli- 
gent as well. He lets himself go however in his style of hair- 
dressing — mowing as it were, great winding fairways down 
through the woolly rough — giving the impression that some 
lunatic barber had got loose on a customer with a pair of 
electric clipper.s. And when he dances he most certainly lets 
himself go. Even taking pictures at a 500th of a second 
often failed miserably to stop the frenzied movement. Hom 
after hour they leaped and stamped, pounding bare feet on 
mud — dancing and pounding — pounding and chanting — chant- 
ing and yelling — until the whole world contained nothing else 
than the ceaseless, hypnotic, maddening and yet entrancing 
rhythm of Africa. 

My enthusiasm for pictures took me into the arena with 
them in order to get close-ups of the violent and intoxicating 
activity. For my pains I got hit over the head by a whirling 
spear. 
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Half way through the afternoon the arena was cleared for 
the chief Watussi sport — namely high jumping. With my own 
eyes I saw a man clear the bar at seven feet, two inches. . . . 
Well . . . you say . . . why don’t the Watussi win the world 
cliampion.shipV Hccause there is a little matter of the take-off and 
the Amateur Athletic Association Rules. Just in front of die 
high-jump itself, they dig a small hole in the ground and in 
this they firmly plant a small boulder which sticks some four 
inches up above the ground. In jumping, with a straight run 
at the hat, one bare foot goes on to this boulder and then up 
and over the bar they go . . . and it has a kind of springboard 
effect of converting horizontal movement into vertical. This, 
according to A.A.A. rules, is cheating, and without it the 
Watussi cannot jump so very high. As a performance, how- 
ever, it is definitely impressive, and in order to complicate the 
issue they seem to insist on jumping in their long flowing white 
robes — which can scarcely help. 

They dearly love their high jumping. Every village has 
its competitions and its champions — and every year there is 
an all-Watussi championship — to which all the people swarm. 
In all Africa it is unique, and harmless, and pleasing, rather like 
cricket in England. 

So mucli for the little and the big. I dare say they have 
forgotten about me — but I haven’t forgotten about them. I 
wish I was back there among them now where pens and news- 
papers and telephones and radios have no place at all. 



CHAPTER XX: THE RADIO 



During the time we were waiting for the Tchibinda plans 
to take shape, while the Pygmies were doing their side of the 
arrangement, we decided to go back to Mikeno and to try to 
get permission to use the Kabara track — that lovely and prom- 
ising game-trail that we had followed on the way up the 
mountain. 

There was not much time left now before the good weather 
we had been having would break, and, when we called in at 
Costermansvillc and Goma, there were the wildest rumors from 
the European scene. So we decided for this short period to 
split up into two parties again, in order to cover as much 
ground as possible and to get as many results as we could. 
, . , We tossed up to see who should have the Kabara track, 
if permits were forthcoming, and I must have won, for I got it. 

Colonel Hoier straight away gave us the necessary per- 
mission and very kindly allowed us the use of his little hut 
which he had built right at the point where the track left 
the native shambas and entered the forests on its long winding 
journey up Mikeno via Kabara. He used this hut much as a 
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primitive kind of hunting lodge when he went out on his 
periodic safaris to inspect that portion of his huge domain — 
and that is precisely what I did with it, too. 

I stayed there, Kibumba, it was called, for some ten days 
and it was, I suppose, a period during which I came a.s near 
to absolute contentment as I ever have in my life. I wrote home 
a fairly long letter giving a description of that place- -and the 
letter was kept. I would like, if I may, to take an extract from 
that letter instead of writing a fresh description. 

"I am,” I wrote, "like Greta Garbo, all alone. Gander has 
gone off to other parts on other photographic quests. I am 
here with half the cameras to try for elephant and buffalo, 
with the off-chance of gorilla thrown in. Colonel Hoier, the 
chief game Warden of the whole Reserve, has lent me the place, 
Kibumba, for as long as I care to use it. So I now have a won- 
derful little wooden house of my own with a stove and a chim- 
ney and a table and a few chairs, and other rather primitive 
odds and ends, all to myself. It is like something straight out 
of a fairy tale and I wish I could describe how fascinating it 
is and how happy I am to be here. 

When I say I am alone I am not counting the natives, the 
various boys employed and paid by us and the many locals who 
work their own cultivated area round about and who seem to 
have attached themselves to our retinue. 

There are four rooms in my little house. I have a sitting- 
room-cum-dining-room which I seem to share with several hens 
that Njoki has bought (or come by in some other means) . I 
have a bedroom all to myself, and a camp bed. On the other 
side of the sitting room there is a mysterious room in which 
several natives live and from whence, in some peculiar fashion, 
is produced beautiful fresh milk and butter. I wouldn’t put it 
beyond Njoki to have a cow in there. 

Beyond that again is a foggy, steamy place that is the 
kitchen. Out of this room, in the center of the floor of which 
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a log fire pcnnanently burns, come roast lamb and piping 
hot soup and various unidentifiable "Njoki Specialties” — all to 
the ceaseless rhythm of African music from African instru- 
ments. Always, crouched down somewhere in the dark corners 
below the smoke from the fire, there are one or two dark 
shining bodies plucking away at the metal bars of their likembcs. 
Always the tune appears to be the same. At first I didn’t know 
how I was going to put up with it — that maddening, insistent, 
endless rhythmical plucking that produced sounds like the 
birthpangs of a modern melody that couldn’t somehow quite 
get born — -and now I can’t do without it. If it stops, I shout — 
and it goes on again. . . . 

Outside, there is a garden- It isn’t a garden such as you 
have at home. It is a wild, tangled place where flowers and 
vegetables vie with one another side by side. It produces vege- 
tables of all sorts and a mass of exotic flowers grow haphazardly 
here and there. In front of the windows are tall white lilies 
as big as trumpets, and to get in and out of the door you have 
to fight your way through roses. Just back of the hut is a 
strawberry Iwd, the middle of which is an elephant track. 
Between the hut and that important place the Auntie, which 
of course is outside and very, very primitive, there is leopard 
spoor fre.sh from last night. Just over there is the forest — a 
great green wall of trees, and all around there is of course 
the inevitable dramatic back-cloth of volcanoes — the highest 
peaks of which, at the moment, are snow-capped. In the day- 
time there is sunshine and at night-time, the fires of Nynagonga 
glow brightly against the sky — and at any time in the twenty 
four hours there are violent, quick thunderstorms with heavy 
downpours and startling lightning effects. 

If the hut is small, the staff is large. Njoki is major-domo. 
Then there is Kasisi, who is the Park Policeman, and who is 
shortly to go to jail for bribery. Then there is a big cheerful 
black chap, who wears a kind of bach towel round his middle, 
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and whom I call Sanatogen because his name sounds something 
like that and because he looks like the advertisements. Then 
there is Njoki’s kitchen Toto, our gentleman’s personal gentle- 
man, so to speak. . . . Then another Toto, who crouches in the 
corner of my room and puts wood in the stove every now and 
again — and puffs and puffs into the innards of tlie contrap- 
tion and succeeds in blowing clouds of smoke out into the room. 
Another to get wood. Another to get water. Innumerable others 
who keep popping up out of nowhere and grin and act as 
porters. There are lots to do this and that and the other, and 
always some left over to stand and stare and watch the B’wana 
cleaning his teeth or writing his letters. They come and go 
much as. they like, in and out, and I like them coming and 
going, as they amuse me as much as I amuse them — and they 
pick up all the cigarette ends. 

Within a radius of some five to seven miles I have placed 
out and set ten camera traps, and my days are spent out there 
in the forests. In the evenings, I keep the necessary records and 
diary and do various repairs — and just sit and look around me 
in a contented kind of way and listen to that maddeningly 
entrancing rhythm that comes from the kitchen. Within the 
same radius as my cameras are some two to three hundred ele- 
phant — and some of these are forever causing alarms and ex- 
cursions among the natives by wandering into the garden 
outside. 

I have a tame pygmy with me who looks like a cross be- 
tween Solomon and a gorilla. He is making me a large bow 
and arrow. 

- I am not all that handsome myself now. The nearest barber 
being about three hundred miles away, if not more, T have 
cut my own hair. I went through a variety of styles to sec the 
effects and this has inevitably ended up with a Teutonic quarter- 
inch crop. My beard on the other hand is in a fine state of 
wild abandon and is rivaling the tangled garden outside. I have 
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lived and slept in the same clothes now for at least the past 
month . . , and I am very happy ...” 

That is what I wrote when I was on the spot. If I was 
flippant in places — well, I was flippant — and I expect by now 
that the reader has discovered that that is what is wrong with 
everything I write. ... I cannot keep flippancy out somehow. 
But it was a time of utter contentment, of satisfying adven- 
ture by day in the forests and of complete peace of mind in 
the evenings. . . . Easy to remember, but difficult, these days, 
to recapture. 

There was a rough, bumpy track that connected my little 
hut to the main Goma-Rutshuru road. One day, when I was 
way off in the forest down below the road, I met a native who 
said that there was a white man waiting for me back in camp. 
The natives were always, in some mysterious fashion, at least 
one jump ahead of us in the way of local news, and when I got 
back there surely enough, of all things to see leaning up against 
the hue, was a bicycle. And inside the hut I found a Canadian 
— a young fellow whose name turned out to be Lcitch. He 
was having tire trouble on the volcanic road surfaces, and hear- 
ing that there was an Englishman up the track, he had decided 
to come and call and maybe get assistance. 

I asked liim where he had come from and how he had got 
here. His answer was that he had bicycled here — via England, 
France, most of Europe, Yugo-Slavia, Albania, Greece, Turkey, 
Palestine, Egypt- — all the way down to Nairobi, and then 
across the way that we had come. 

We spent an excellent evening together and he, naturally, 
had many an interesting story to tell. He was a student, study- 
ing mining engineering, and primarily interested in diamonds. 
He was proposing to return to Canada via South Africa, 
India, Burma, Dutch East Indies, Australia and the Pacific 
islands — all by bicycle. His journey so far, from Canada to 
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the Congo had cost him approximately eighteen pounds. I 
often wonder how far he got before September came. 

I drove him and his punctured bicycle into Goma and 
returned home. When I got back Njoki was waiting for me, 
bursting witli curiosity. He wanted to know all about the 
li’wana with the l)icyclc. I did ray best. I got most of it across 
— but I became very involved geographically in the later 
stages. 

"White man cotne from America, B’wana?” 

"Yes, Njoki.” (Near enough, I thought.) 

"By bicycle, B’wana?” 

"No, Njoki.” 

"Why not, B’wana?” 

"Very many waters, Njoki.” 

"Has B’wana been to America?” 

"Yes, Njoki.” 

"By car, B’wana?” 

"No, Njoki.” 

"Why not, B’wana?” 

"Very many waters, Njoki.” 

"Water bad very.” 

"Yes, Njoki, water bad very.” 

"Where is America, B’wana?” 

"Very many miles, Njoki, and . . . er . . . over there ...” 

Following all this we got all mixed up with Nairobi and 
Johannesburg .and the points of the compass, and then Kasisi 
and one or two others came in — so vve had it all over again. I 
got badly off the tracks trying to explain about diamonds, 

"Does the white man go after animals, B’wana?” 

"No, Kasisi, after little stones.” 

"The B’wana with the bicycle goes after little stones?” 

"Yes, Kasisi.” 

"What the hell for?” (in so many words) 

"Little stones — lots of francs, Kasisi.” 
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And so on for a very long time, until eventually, I told 
them all to go away and come back again at seven o’clock in 
the morning. 

I made many trips up into the forest toward Kabara, and 
also down into the forest way below camp and on the far side 
of the road — where there was a lot of game— and sometimes, 
when I went down there, if I was going to be late, I took the 
car and drove back in the dark. There was hardly one time 
when I made that drive by night when I did not have some 
kind of encounter with elephants on the road. It was always 
exciting, sometimes dangerous . . . and occasionally comic. 

I remember one evening particularly when I was driving 
back fairly late and came to a place where I had set two camera 
traps not thirty yards olf the road in the forest. I slowed the 
car down to a walking pace and was debating whether I dared 
sneak in there in the dark to see if either trap had caught any- 
thing during the evening — when suddenly I saw a bright flash 
and the next thing was an elephant charging through the forest 
towards me. He came out of the bushes on the right hand side 
of the road right out in front of the car. There, less than fifteen 
yards off in the full glare of the headlights, he came to a slither- 
ing halt in a cloud of dust. Never have I seen a more startled 
elephant. He stood facing the headlights for one breathless 
moment — made some desperate sort of gesture with his trunk 
as if to say, "God! . . . more lights! . . . What’s come over 
the old place ...” and then he wheeled and charged off through 
the undergrowth on the left hand side of the road and was 
gone, all elephantine dignity patently thrown to the four winds. 

My tame pygmy came through with a fine bow and arrow 
and the next thing was, of course, that nobody in camp would 
leave me in peace until I had shown how well the white man 
could shoot. Eventually, I went out reluctantly behind the hut, 
followed by all the gang. I drew the bow, aimed vaguely in 
the direction of a large tree, shut my eyes and let go. When I 
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opened them the arrow was quivering in a small branch half 
way up the tree and the audience was applauding wildly. 

I was all for Jetting it go at that, but no, B’wana had to 
shoot another. ... I repeated the process, closed my eyes again 
and let fly. This time there was a stony silence. . . . When I 
opened my eyes I couldn’t for a moment see the arrow any- 
where. And then, fortunately, I spotted it — it was deeply 
embedded two inches away from the first arrow in the same 
small branch. 

I turned silently and went back into the hut followed by 
wide-eyed stares of amazement. My reputation was made — and 
nothing on God’s earth would ever make me shoot my bow 
and arrow again. 

I loved that time I had by myself at Kibumba — but I was 
glad when Gander came back and joined me. He had not had 
much success with his cameras — and we sat up practically all 
through the first night sharing the hundred and one things we 
had to discuss. One way and another I had had several adven- 
tures with my elephants and I was not altogether surprised 
to have Gander report in the morning that I had been at it 
again in my sleep. . . . This time it was, “Oh dear, it’s another 
elephant. . . . There’s an elephant down there on the right . . .” 

We made final plans to start off after the gorillas in a 
few days’ time, and we bought all the necessary stores for the 
trip in Goma — and meanwhile we had a final fling together 
at the Kabara track with all twenty cameras. 

It was a day or two before we were due to leave that we 
went down and drove to Romangabo as a gesture to say au 
revoir to Colonel Hoier and to ask a few final questions before 
we left. We were in tremendous form as we marched up to 
his little wooden house and rattled a tattoo on the door. 

The moment he opened the door to us we knew something 
was wrong. He had a face as long as a boot. 

“Have you heard?” 
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"No. What?” 
war,” 

"Oh God,” wc said. "Between whom now?” 

"England and Germany.” 

"Oh God ...” 

And then, with leaden hearts, we went inside — and later 
we crouched around the Colonel’s radio which every now and 
again was just audible. And when the news came on there was 
a recording of a speech being relayed. It was a still small voice 
crying into the wilderness ... we could just catch the salient 
points, "I am a man of peace ... a state of war has been de- 
clared to-day between this country and Germany ...” 

I forget the exact words — And with blinding, awful sud- 
denness, the Age of Collective Obscurity was on. 



CHAPTER XXI: FINALE 



TKe whole atmosphere changed at once. The magic of the 
moment vanished and the great dark cloud of the near-future 
came rolling up and enveloped us, and freedom and fun were 
obscured and lost to view. It was a very different pair that 
left Romangabo that night to drive back to Kibumba. 

The next morning we left everything where it stood in 
camp and out in the forests, and drove the three hundred odd 
miles to Kabale in Uganda — to get in touch with a proper 
radio and to hear the full story — and finally to decide on the 
next move. 

On arrival at Kabale that evening the first thing we saw 
was a cricket match — close cropped green turf, white flannels, 
tea and lemonade under the shady trees — incredibly English 
looking, incredibly peaceful, incredibly unruffled — it reminded 
us of Francis Drake and the game of bowls. But the radio 
at the hotel filled in all the sinister gaps and we learned the 
full story. 

A day later we drove back again across the Kinaber Pass, 
with no eyes for the scenery and no thoughts for the adven- 
tures that lay behind the walls of the forests, back to Kibumba; 
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and then we set about packing up the whole safari. It took us 
a full day to collect all the cameras out of the forests. During 
our absence the weather had broken and the skies were looking 
and behaving much as we felt, and the forest was a steamy 
sea of mud. The cameras were .soaked and dripping, and nearly 
all the trip-wires were broken. 

Then we collected ail the boys together and paid them off. 
It was a melancholy performance — they couldn’t understand 
what had suddenly happened, and we were loath to explain 
that the white men were doing exactly what the white men had 
spent so long telling the black men that they must not do, 
fight among themselves. . . . The salaries due to them seemed 
such pitifully small sums to be paying them for all the loyalty 
they had given us. We asked each one, Sebihaza, Rubanza, 
Magura, Muhima, Sendoki, Kiemba, all down the line, what 
he would like in the way of “Baksheesh,” and each time we 
did this a pair of great black eyes would roll around until 
they came to rest on the pile of expended flash-bulbs that lay 
in a corner of the hut. And so, besides some extra money, each 
one of them got one or two used flash-bulbs with a reminder not 
to bash them about. Later, when they and their families 
gathered to see us off, we saw that their womenfolk were 
proudly wearing these flash-bulbs — some of them in the oddest 
places. 

I still have a sharply vivid and poignant memory of Kasisi 
and Sanatogen, and one or two others, running down the track 
after the car as we left. 

AH petrol had suddenly vanished out of the Congo. We 
had to borrow from Colonel Hoier’s private stock to get away 
at all — and, all the way out of the Congo and all across Africa, 
we had to switch off and coast down all the hills in order to 
make sure of getting to the next supply point. 

At Kampala we walked, forgetful of our ragged and shaggy 
appearance, bearded and dirty, straight into the big hotel. It 



The End. It is difficult to make an attractive picture of the 
wrong end of a hippo. 
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u'as a Sunday afternoon and all the Kampala world and its 
w'ife was in the lounge for the dreary social ritual of afternoon 
tea. We were brought back to our senses, and to the full realiza- 
tion of what wc looked like to civilized eyes, by the sudden 
deathly hush tliat descended on the lounge the moment we 
entered. And then, from one of the tables, a voice said clearly, 
"Good God . . . Don’t tell me the Russians are in already . . .” 

Gander got a job in Nairobi with Force Headquarters — 
and t got dysentery. As soon as I was well enough, I decided to 
head for England, Home and EXity — and to do whatever it 
was that England expected. ... I travelled back down the 
whole length of the Nile from Lake Kioga to Cairo — and, in 
the end, I never got to England. ... I stayed in the Middle 
East. . , , But all that is another story. 

Gander and I met once again in 1940 in Jerusalem. After 
that we didn’t meet any more. 

I only wish that it were possible to go back once more, 
with him, to those dark fantastic forests and to finish off the 
job we started, and shared, so happily together. 

I can almost .see him now, sitting here and reading these 
pages I have written, and looking up at me with that funny 
characteristic smile, half mischievous and half amused, and 
saying, ", , . Not bad, Jimmy. Not good — but not bad. A little 
ittaccurate in places, perhaps, but then it all happened a long 
time ago. . , . But I do hate all those dots you will insist on 
using. ...” 

He would, as t said at the beginning, have done it much 
better. 


THE END. 


London, November 1949. 
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